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TO THE QUEEN 

Rei'ered^ beloved— 0 you that hold 
A nobler office upon earth 
Than arms, or power of bratn, or btrth 
Could grve the wamor kmgs of old, 

Victoria —since your Royal grace 
To one of less desert allows 
This laurel greener from the broivs 
Of him that utteVd nothing base , 

And should your greatness, and the care 
That yokes with empire, yield you time 
To make demand of modern rhyme 
If aught of ancient worth be there , 

Then-r-iahtle a sweeter music wakes, 

And thrd wild March the throstle 
Where all about your palace waj^ 

The sun lit almond-blossom shakes — 


VOL r 



TO THE QUEEE 


Take, Madam, this poor book of song 
For thd the faults were thick as dud 
In vacant chambers, I could trust 
Your kindness May you rule us long. 

And leaie us rulers of your blood 
As noble till the latest day ' 

May children of our children say, 

‘ She wrought her people lasting good 

‘ Her court was pure , her life serene , 
God gave her peace } her land reposed , 
A thousand clams to m erence closed 
In her as Mother, Wife, and Queen 

‘ And statesmen at her council met 
Who knew the seasons when to take 
Occasion by tlu hand, and make 
The bounds of freedom wider yet 

‘ By shaping sonie august decree, 

Which kept her throne unshaken still, 
Broad-based upon her pcoplds will. 

And compass'd by the tnitolcUe sea ’ 


March 1851 



JUVENILIA 


CLARIBEL 

A MELODY 


Where Clanbel low lieth 
The breezes pause and die, 

I ettmg the rose leaves fall 
But the solemn oak tree sigheth, 
I hick leaved, ambrosial, 
With an ancient melody 
Of an inward agony, 

Where Clanbel low lieth 

II 

At eve the beetle boometh 
Athwart the thicket lone 
At noon the wild bee hummcth 
About the moss'd headstone 



CLARIBEL 


At midnight the moon cometh, 
And looketh down alone 
Her song the lintwhite swelleth 
7 he clear voiced mavis dwclleth, 
The < allow throstle lispeth, 
The slumbrous wave outwelleth, 
1 he babbling runnel crispeth, 
The hollow grot replieth 
Where Clanbel low lieth 



NOTHING WILL DIE 

WhI'N will the stream be aweary of flowing 
Under my eye ? 

When will the wind be aweary of blowing 
Over the sky ? 

When will the clouds be aweary of fleeting ? 

^Vhen will the heart be aweary of beating? 
And nature die ? 

Never, oh ’ never, nothing will die , 

The stream flows, 

1 he wind blows, 

The cloud fleets, 

The heart beats. 

Nothing will* die 

Nothing will die , 

All things will change 

I hro’ eternity 

'lis the world's winter, 

Autumn and summer 
Are gone long ago , 



NOTHING mu DIE 


Earth is dry to the centre, 

But spring, a new comer, 

A spnng rich and strange, 

Shall make the winds blow 
Round and round, 

Thro’ and thro’, 

Here and there, 

Till the air 
And the ground 
Shall be fill’d with life anew 

The world was never made , 

It will change, but it will not fade. 
So let the wind range , 

For even and morn 
Ever will be 
rhro’ eternity 
Nothing was bom , 

Nothing will die , 

All things will change 



ALL THINGS WILL DIE 


Clearly the blue river chimes in its flowing 
Under my eye , 

Warmly and broadly the south winds are blowing 
Over the sky 

One after another the white clouds are fleeting ^ 

Every heart this May morning in joyance is beating 
Full merrily , 

Yet all things must die 
1 he stream will cease to flow , 

The wind will cease to blow , 

The clouds will cease to fleet , 

The heart will cease to beat , 

For all things must die 
All things must die 
Spring will come never more 
Oh ' vanity • 

Death waits at the door. 

See 1 our friends are all forsaking 
The wine and the merrymaking 
We are call'd— we must go 
Laid low, very low, 

In the dark we must he 



A LI THINGS WILL DIL 


The merry glees are still , 

The voice of the bird 
Shall no more be heard, 

Nor the wind on the hill 
Oh * misery • 

Hark ’ death is calling 
While I speak to ye, 

The Ja^v is falling, 

The red cheek paling, 

The strong limbs failing , 

Ice with the warm blood mixing , 
The eyeballs fixing 
Nine times goes the passing bell 
Ye merry souls, farewell 
The old earth 
Had a birth. 

As all men know, 

I ong ago 

And the old earth must die 
So let the warm >\inds range, 

And the blue wave beat the shore , 

For even and mom 

Ye will never see 

Thro’ eternity 

All things were bom. 

Ye will come never more. 

For all things must die 



LEONINE ELEGIACS 

low FI OWING breezes are roaming the broad valley 
dimm’d in the gloaming 

Thoro’ the black stemm’d pines only the far river 
shines 

Creeping thro’ blossomy rushes and bowers of rose 
blowing bushes, 

Down by the poplar tall rivulets babble and fall 

Barketh the shepherd dog cheerly , the grasshopper 
carolleth clearly , 

Deeply the wood dove coos , shrilly the owlet halloos , 

Winds creep , dews fall chilly in her first sleep earth 
breathes stilly 

Over thp pools in the burn water gnats murmur and 
mourn 

Sadly the far kine loweth the glimmering water out 
floweth 

Twin peaks shadow’d with pine slope to the dark 
hyaline 

Low throned Hesper is stayed between the two peaks , 
but the Naiad 



to I LONINL E/ EGl 4 

Throbbing m mild unrest holds him beneath in her 
breast 

The ancient poetess singeth, that Hesperus all things 
brmgeth, 

Smoothing the wearied mind bring me my love, 
Rosalind 

Thou comest morning or even, she cometh not 
morning or even 

False eyed Hesper, unkind, where is my sweet Rosa 
lind? 



SUPPOSED CONFESSIONS 

OF A SECOND RAIE SFNSIFIVF MIND 

0 God ' my God ' h ive mercy now 

1 faint, I fell Men say that I hou 
Didst die for me, for such as 
Patient of ill, and death, and scorn, 

And that my sin was as a thorn 
Among the thorns that girt Ihy brow, 
Wounding Thy soul — lhat even now, 

In this extremest misery 

Of Ignorance, I should require 
A Sign I and if a bolt of firt 
^Vould rive the slumbrous summer noon 
While I do pray to Thee aiont, 

Think my belief would stronger grow ' 

Is not my human pride brought low ? 

T he boastings of my spirit still ? 

ITie joy I had in my freewill 

All cold, and dead, and corp»e-likc grown " 

And what is left to me, but Thou, 



12 CONI' ESS jom 01 i SENSITIVE MIND 


And faith in I hec ? Men pass me b> , 
Christians with happy countenances— 

And children all seem full of Thet ' 

And women smile with saint like glances 
Like Thine own mother’s when she bow’d 
Above Thee, on that happy morn 
When angels spake to men aloud, 

And Ihou and peace to earth ueie born 
Good^^ ill to me as well as all - 
I one of them my brothers they 
Brothers in Christ— -a world of peace 
\nd confidence, day after day 
And trust and hope till things should cease, 
And then one Heaven receive us all 

How sweet to have a common faith * 

To hold a common scorn of death ' 

And at a burial to hear 

Ihe creaking cprds which wound and cat 

Into my human heart, whene’er 

Earth goes to toh, with gnef, not fear, 

^Vith hopeful grief, were passing sweet ' 

Thnce happy state again to be 
The trustful infant on the knee ' 

Who lets his rosy fingers play 
About his mother’s neck, and knows 



CONFESSIONS OF A SENSITIFF MIND 


Nothing beyond his mother’s eyes 
I hey comfoft him by night ind day , 
I hey light his little life alway , 

He hath no thought of coming woes , 
He hath no care of life or death , 
Scarce outward signs of joy arise, 
Because the Spirit of happiness 
And perfect rest so inward is 
And loveth so his innocent heart, 

Her temple and her plar e of birth, 
Where she would ever wish to dwell, 

T ife of the fountain there, beneath 
Its salient springs, and far apart, 
Hating to wander out on earth, 

Or breathe into the hollow air, 

Whose chillness would make visible 
Her subtil, warm, and golden breath, 
Which mixing with the infant’s blood. 
Fulfils him with beatitude 
Oh ' ^ure it is a special care 
Of God, to fortify from do«bt. 

To arm in proof, and guard about 
With tnple-mailed trust, and clear 
Delight, the infant's dawning year 

Would that my gloomed fancy were 
As thine, my mother, when with brows 



coNrr'^siONs oh a sinsitiil mind 


Propt on thy knees, my hands upheld 
In thine, I listen d to thy vows 
For me outpour'd m holiest prayei - 
For me unworthy ' — and beheld 
Thy mild deep eyes upraised, that knew 
I he beauty and repose of faith, 

And the clear spirit shining thro 

Oh ' w'herefore do we grow awry 

from roots which strike so deep? wh} dare 

Paths m the desert ? Could not I 

Bow myself down, where thou hast knelt 

To the earth — until the ice would melt 

Here, and I feel as thou hast felt ? 

What Devil had the heart to scathe 
Flowers thou hadst rear’d— to brush the dew 
From thine own lily, when thy grave 
Was deep, my mother, in the clay ? 

Myself? Is It thus? Myself? Had I 
So little love for thee ? But why 
Prevail’d not thy pure prayers ? Why pray 
lo one who haeds not, who ran save 
But will not ^ Great in faith, and strong 
Against the grief of circumstance 
Wert thou, and yet unheard What if 
Thou pleadest still, and seest me drive 
Thro’ utter dark a full sail’d skiff, 

Unpiloted i’ the echoing dance 
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Of reboant whirhunds, stooping low 
Unto the death, not sunk ' I know 
At matms and at evensong, 

That thou, if thou wert yet alive, 

In deep and daily prayers would’st strive 
To reconcile me with thy God 
Albeit, my hope is gray, and cold 
At heart, thou wouldest murmur still— 

‘ Bring this lamb back into 1 hy fold, 

My Lord, if so it be Thy will ’ 

Would’st tell me I must brook the rod 
And chastisement of human pride , 

That pride, the sm of devils, stood 
Betwixt me and the light of God ' 

That hitherto I had defied 
And had rejected God— that grace 
Would drop from his o'er brimming love. 
As manna on my wilderness, 

If J would pray— that God would move 
And strike the hard, hard rock, and thence, 
Sweet in their utmost bitterness. 

Would issue tears of penitence 
Which would keep green hope’s life Alas ' 
I think that pride hath now no place 
Nor sojourn in me I am void. 

Dark, formless, utterly destroyed 



1 6 com ESS JONS OF A SENSITIVE MIND 

Why not believe then ^ W hy not yet 
Anchor thy frailty there, where man 
Hath moor’d md rested ? yVsk the sea 
At midnight, when the rrisj) sloj^e waves 
After a tempest, rib and fret 
The broid imbased beach, why he 
Slumbers not like a mountiin tarn ? 
Wherefore his ridges ire not curls 
And ripples of in inland mere ^ 

Wherefore he moineth thus, nor can 
Driw down into his vexed pools 
All that blue heaven which hues and paves 
The other ? I am too forlorn, 

Too shaken my own weakness fools 
My judgment, ind my spirit whirls. 

Moved from beneath with doubt ind feir 

‘Yet,’ said I, in my mom of youth, 

The unsunn’d freshness of my strength, 
When I went forth in quest of truth, 

‘ It IS man’s privilege to doubt. 

If so be th^t from doubt at length, 

Truth may stand forth unmoved of change, 
An image with profulgent brows, 

And perfect hmbs, as from the storm 
Of running fires and fluid range 
Of lawless airs, at last stood out 
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1 his excellence ind solid fonn 
Of constant beaut} 1 or the Ox 
heeds in the herb, tnd sleeps, oi fills 
1 he horned \ illc}s all about, 

And holloiis ot the fringed hills 
Jn summet heats, with placid lows 
Unfearing, till his own blood flows- 
About his hoof \nd in the flocks 
1 he lamb rejoueth in the }eir, 

And raceth freel) with his fere, 

\nd answers to nis mother’s (alls 
I rom the flower d furrow In a time, 

Of which he wots not, run short pains 
Ihro’ his warm heart, and then, from whence 
He knows not, on his light there fills 
A shadow , and his native slope, 

Where he was wont to leap and climb, 

Floats from his sk k and filmed eyes. 

And something in the darkness draws 
His forehead earthward, and he dies. 

Shall man live thus, m jo^ and ho[)e 
As a young lamb, who cannot dream, 

I iving, but that he shall live on ? 

Shall we not look into the laws 
Of life and death, and things that seem. 

And things that be, and analyse 
Our double nature, and compare 
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IS CONI rsS/ON'i 01 A SEAS/T/VE MIND 

All creeds till we hive found the one, 

If one there be Ay me ' I fear 
All nil) not doubt, but everywhere 
Some must c lasp Idols Yet, my God, 
Whom call I Idol Ixt 1 hy dove 
Shadow me over, and my sms 
Be unremember’d, and I hy lov e 
Enlighten me Oh teach me yet 
Somewhat before the heavy clod 
Weighs on me, and the busy fret 
Of that sharp headed worm begins 
In the gross blackness underneath 


O weary life ' 0 weary death > 

O spirit and heart made desolate ' 
O damned vacillating state * 



THE KRAKEN 


Bfi ow the thunders of the upi^er deep , 

I -tr, far beneath in the abysmal sea, 

His ancient, dreamless, uninvaded sleep 
I he knktn skqieth faintest sunlights flee 
About his shadowy sides above him swell 
Huge sjxinges of millennial growth and height, 
And far away into the '>ickly light, 

1 rom many a wondrous grot and secret cell 
Unnumjaer’d md enormous polypi 
Winnow with giant arms the slumbering green 
There hath he lam for ages and will lie 
Battening upon huge seaworms in his sleep, 
Until the latter hre shall heat the deep , 

1 hen once by man and angels to be seen. 

In roaring he shall rise and on the surface die 



SONG 

Thf winds, as at their hour of birth, 
leaning upon the ridged sea. 
Breathed low around the rolling earth 
With mellow preludes, ‘ We are free.' 

i he streams thro’ many a lilied row 
Down carolling to the crisped sea, 
l^w tinkled w ith a bell like flow 
Atween the blossoms, ‘ We are free ’ 



LILIAN 


Anv, fairy I ilian, 

Flitting, fairy 1 ilian, 

When I ask her if she love me, 
Claps her tiny hands above me, 
Laughing all she can , 
She’ll not tell me if she love me, 
Cruel little Lilian 

li 

\\ hen my passion seeks 
Pleasance in Lvc sighs, 
She, looking thro’ and thro’ me 
Thoroughly to undo me, 

Smiling, never speaks 
So innocent arch, so cunning simple, 
From beneath her gathered wimple 
Glancing with black beaded eyes, 
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III IAN 


Till the lightning hughters dimple 
The baby roses in her cheeks , 
Then auay she flies 

111 

Prythce weep, May 1 ilian ’ 

(/iiet) without erlipsL 
AVearieth nit, Mi) I ilian 
I hro’ my very heart it thrilleth 
When from crimson threaded lips 
Silver treble laughter tnlleth 
Prythce weep, May Lilian 

IV 

Praying all I can, 

If prayers will not hush thee, 

Airy Lilian, 

Like a rose leaf I will crush thee, 
Fairy Lilian 



ISABFi 


Eyfs not do\\n dropt nor over bright, but fed 
With the clear pointed flame of chastity, 

Clear, without heat, undying, tended by 
Pure vestal thoughts in the translucent fane 
Of her still spirit locks not wide dispread, 
Madonna wist on either side her head 
Sweet lips whereon perpetually did reign 
The summer calm of golden chant), 

Were fixed shadows of thy fixed mood, 

Revered Isabel, the crown and head, 

The stately flower of female fortitude, 

Of perfect wifehood and pure lowlihead 

n 

The intuitive decision of a bnght 
And thorough-edged intellect to part 
Error from crime , a prudence to withhold , 
The laws of marriage character’d in gold 
Upon the blanched tablets of her heart , 
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JSABEl 


A love still burning upward, giving light 
To '^ead those laws , an accent very low 
In blandishment, but a most silver flow 
Of subtle paced counsel in distress, 

Right to the heart and brain, tho’ undcscricd, 
Winning its way with extreme gentleness 
I hro’ all the outworks of suspicious pride , 

A courage to endure ind to obe) , 

A hate of gossip parhnte, and of sWay, 

Crown'd Isabel, thro’ all her placid life, 

The queen of marriage, a most perfect wife 

111 

The mellow’d reflex of a winter moon , 

A clear stream flowing with a muddy one. 

Till in Its onward current it aI)sorbs 

With swifter movement and in purer light 
The \exed eddies of its wayward brother 
A leaning and upbearing parasite. 

Clothing the stem, which else had fallen quite 
With cluster’d flower bells and ambrosial orbs 
Of rich fruit bunches leaning on each Other- 
Shadow forth thee —the world hath not another 
(Tho’ all her fairest forms are types of thee, 

And thou of God in thy great charity) 

Of such a finish’d chasten’d purity 



MARIANA 

‘ Manana in (he moated grange. 

Measure for Measure. 

With bhrkest moss the flov-tr plots 
Were thickly crusted, one and all 
The rusted nails fell from the knots 
I hat held the pear to the gable wall 
The broken sheds look’d sad and strange 
Unlifted was the clinking latch , 

Weeded and worn the ancient thatch 
Upon the lonely moated grange 

She only said, ‘ My life is dreary, 

He cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ’’ 

Her tears fell with the dews at even , 

Her tears fell ere the dews were dried , 

She could not look on the sweet heaven 
Either at morn or eventide 



\fAR/ANi 


After the flitting ot the bats, 

When thickest dark did trance the sky. 
She drew her casement curtain bj, 

And glanced athwart the glooming flat^ 
She only said, ‘ The night is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘I am aw ear}, awear}, 

I would that 1 were dead ’’ 


Upon the middle of the night, 

\\ aking she heard the night fowl crow 
I he cock sung out an hour ere light 
From the dark fen the oxen’s low 
Came to her without hope of change, 

In sleep she seem’d to walk forlorn, 

Fill cold winds woke the gray-eyed morn 
About the lonely moated grange 

She only said, ‘ 1 he day is dreary, 

He cometh not,’ she said 
She said, ‘I an aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead!’ 

About a stone-cast from the wall 
A sluice with blacken’d waters slept, 

And o’er it many, round and small. 

The cluster’d mansh mosses crept 



yfARIANA 


Hard by a poplar shook ahny, 

All silver green with gnarled bark 
For leagues no other tree did mark 
1 he level waste, the rounding gray 
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead 


And ever when the moon was low, 

And the shrill winds were up and away, 
In the white curtain, to and fro, 

She saw the gusty shadow sway 
Rut when the moon was very low, 

And wild winds bound within their cell, 
The shadow of the poplar fell 
Upon her bed, across her brow 

She only said, ‘ The night is dreary, 
He cometh not,’ she said , 

She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

I would that I were dead ” 


All day within the dreamy house, 

The doors upon their hinges creak’d , 

I he blue fly sung in the pane , the mouse 
Behind the mouldering wainscot shriek’d, 



*8 


MARIANA 


Or from the rrcvice peerd about 
Old faces glimmer’d thro’ the doors, 
Old footsteps trod the upper floors, 

Old voices called her from without 
She only said, ‘ My life is dreary. 

He cpmeth not,’ she said 
She said, ‘ I am aweary, aweary, 

1 would that I were dead ’’ 

The sparrow’s chirrup on the loof, 

The slow clock ticking, and the sound 
Which to the wooing wind aloof 
I he poplar made, did all confound 
Her sense , but most she loathed the hour 
When the thick moted sunbeam lay 
Athwart the (hambers, and the day 
Was sloi)ing toward his western bower 
Then, said she, ‘ I am very drear>, 
He will not come,’ she said , 

She wept, ‘I am aweary, awearv, 

Oh God, that I were dead ’’ 



MARIANA IN IHF SOUrif 

\\ iiH one bKck shadow it its feet, 

( he house thro’ all the level shines, 
Close latticed to the brooding heat. 

And silent in its dusty vines 
\ faint blue ridge upon the right, 

\n empty river bed before, 

And shallows on i distant shore, 

In glaring sand and inlets bright. 

But ‘Ave Mary,’ made she moan 
And ‘Ave Mary,’ night and morn 
And ‘ Ah,’ she sang,#‘ to be all alone, 
1 0 live forgotten, and love forlorn 

She, as her carol sadder grew, 

From brow and bosom slowly down 
Thro’ rosy taper fingers drew 

Her streaming t urls of deepest brown 
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1 0 left ind tight, ind made appear 
Still lighted m a secret shrine, 

Hei mehnchol) ejes divine 
The home ot woe without i tear 

^nd ‘ Ave Mary,’ was her moan, 

‘ Madonna, sad is night and morn ’ 
And ‘Ah, she sang, ‘to be all alone, 

1 0 live forgotten, and love forlorn 


Till all the ( rimson changed, and past 
Into deep orange o’er the sea, 

I ow on her knees herself she ca^t, 

Before Oui J ady murmur’d she 
( omplaimng, ‘ Mother, give me grace 
1 0 help me of mj weary load ’ 

And on the liquid mirror glow 'd 
f he clear perfection of her face 

‘ Is this the form,’ she made her moan, 

‘ 1 hat won his praises night and morn 
And ‘ Ah,’ she said, ‘ but I wake alone 
I sleep forgotten, I wake forlorn ’ 


Nor bird would sing, nor lamb would bleat, 
Nor any cloud would cross the vault 
But da\ increased from heat to heat, 

On stony drought and steaming salt , 



AfAAMNA IN Jill ^OUin 


i ill now at noon she slept again, 

\nd seem’d kntt. deep in mountain gnss, . 
\nd heard her native breezes piss, 

And runlets babbling down the glen 

She bieathed in sleep a lower moan, 

And murmuring, as at night and mom 
She thought ‘ M) spirit is here alone 
Walks forgotten, and is forlorn ’ 


Dreaming, she knew it was a dream 
She felt he was and was not there 
She woke the babble of the stream 
Fell, and, w ithout, the steady glare 
Shi ink one sick willow sere and small 
1 he liver bed was dusty whitv , 

\nd all the furnace of the light 
Struck up against the blinding wall 

She whisper’d, with a stifled moan 
More inward than at night or morn, 
‘Sweet Mother, let me^not here alone 
I ive foigotten and die forlorn ’ 


And, rising, from her bosom drew 
Old letters, breathing of her worth, 

For ‘Love,’ they said, ‘must needs be true 
io what is loveliest upon earth ’ 
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MAKIiNi IN niE soim 


\n imige seemd to piss tht dooi, 

To look at her with slight, and say 
‘Hut now thy beaut) Hows iwa\, 

So be ilonc for evermore ’ 

‘0 ( ruel heart,’ she t hanged her tone, 

‘ \nd <rucl love, whose end is siorn, 
Is this the end to be lelt ilonc, 

lo live foi gotten, ind die forlorn’’ 


bill sometimes in the falling diy 
An imige seemd to pass the door, 
lo look into her t)es ind siy, 

‘ Hut thou shilt be ilonc no mort ’ 

And Aiming downwird ovei ill 

hrom heu to hcit the di) decreased, 

And slow I) rounded to the east 
I he one black shulow from the wall 

‘ 1 he di) to night,’ she nude her mom, 
* I he day to night, the night to mom 
And day ind night I am left alone 
lo live forgotten, and love forlorn ’ 

At eve 1 dry cicala sung, 

I here came a sound as of the sea 
Bickwird the lattice blind she Aung, 

And lean’d U{K)n the balcony 



MARIANA IN I HE SOUTH 


There 'll! in spires rosy bright 
Lirge Hespcr glitter’d on her tears, 

And deepening thro’ the silent spheres 
fleiven over Heaven rose the night 
\nd ^\ecplng then she nude her mom, 

‘The night comes on that knows not morn, 
UTien I shall cease to be all alone 
1 0 live forgotten, and love forlorn ’ 



10 — 


Clear headed friend, v\hobe joyful scorn, 
Edged with shirp Inughtcr, ruts atwain 
The knots that tangle human creeds, 
The wounding cords that bind and stiain 
The heart until it bleeds, 

Ray fringed e>elids of the morn 

Roof not a glam e so keen as thine 
If aught of prophecy be mine, 

Thou wilt not live m vain 

11 

L ow-cow ering shall the Sophist sit 
Falsehood shall bare her plaited brow 
Fair fronted Truth shall droop not now 
With shrilling shafts of subtle wit 
Nor mart)r flames, nor trenchant swords 
Can do away that ancient he , 

A gentler death shall Falsehood die, 

Shot thro’ and thro’ with cunning words. 



TO 


15 


HI 

Weak Truth a leaning on her crutch, 

Wan, wasted Truth in her utmost need 
rhy kingly intellect shall feed, 

Until she k an athlete bold, 

\nd weary with a finger’s touch 
Those writhed limbs of lightning speed 
I ike that stnnge angel which of old 
Until the breaking ol the light 
Wrestled with wandering Israel 

Past \ ibbok brook the livelong night, 
\nd heaven’s ma/ed signs stood still 
In the dim tract of Penuel 



MADFUNF 


j 

Thou irt not steep’d in golden languors 
No tranced summer calm is thine, 
hver V ir)ing Madeline 
I hro’ light and shadow thou dost range, 
Sudden glances, sweet and strange, 
Delicious spites and darling angers, 

And airy terms of flitting change 

ii 

Smiling, frowning, evermore. 

Thou m perfect in love lore 
Revealings de‘ep and clear are thine 
Of wealthy smiles but who may know 
Whether smile or frown be fleeter? 

Whether smile or frown be sweeter. 

Who mav know ? 

Frowns perfect sweet along the brow 
Light glooming over eyes divine, 



MADE/ INF 


^7 


Like little clouds sun fringed, ire tliiiR, 
P\er varying Madeline 
Thy sinilt and fiown ire not iloof 
From one mother, 

Each to each is dearest biothei 
Hues of the silken sheeny ^\oot 
Momentl) shot into eich other 
All the m)ster) i^ thine , 
Smiling, tronnmg, evermore, 

I hou art jierfert m love lore 
Ever var)ing M ideline 

III 

A subtle, sudden flame, 

By veering passion fann d, 

About thee breaks and dances 
When I would kiss thy hand, 

I he flush of anger d shame 

O’erflows thy calmer glances, 

\nd o’er black brows drops down 
A sudden-curved frowif 
But when I turn away, 

Thou, willing me tb sta), 

’Wooest not, noi v unl> vvranglest 
But, looking fixed!) the while 
Ml my bounding heart entanglest 
In a golden netted smile , 



MADELINE 


Then in madness ind m bliss, 

If my lips should dare to kiss 
Thy taper fingers amorously, 
Again thou blushest angerly 
And o’er black brows diops down 
A sudden curved frown 



SONG- 1 HE OWI 


\\ Htv cats run home ind light is comt, 
Vnd de^v is cold upon the ground, 

And the fii off stream is dumb, * 

And the whirring sail goes round, 

\nd the whirr ng sail goes round , 
Alone and warming his five wits, 

I he white owl m the belfry sits 

ii 

When merry milkmaids dirk the latch, 

And rarel) smells the new mown ha\, 
\nd the tock hath sun^ licneath the thatih 
Jwice or thrice his roundeh), 

Tw'ire or thriec his roundela> 

Alone and warming his five wits, 

I he white owl in the belfry sits 



SFCONI) SONG 

rO IHt SAMF 


Thy tuwhits irc lull’d, T wot, 

1 hy tuwhoos of yesternight, 

Which upon the dirk ifloit. 

So took echo with delight, 

So took echo with delight 

I hit her voice untuneful grown, 
Weirs ill day i fimter tone 

II 

I would mod thy chiunt anew , 

But I cinnot mimick it , 

Not a whit of th) tuwhoo, 

ITicc to woo to th) tuwhit, 

Phet. to woato th> tuwhit 
\\ith 1 lengthen d loud hilloo, 
Puwhoo, tuwhit, tuwhit, tuwhoo oo 



RECOIII^CIIONS 01 THE 
\RABHN NIGH IS 


When iht buczc of i joyful (hvsn blew free 
In the silken sail of infancy, 

I he tide of time flow’d back with me, 

1 he forward flowing tide of time , 

'\nd many a sheeny summer morn, 

Adown the ligris I wxs borne 
By Bagdat’s shrines of fretted gold, 

High walled gardens green and old , 

Tnie Mussulman was I and sworn, 
bor It was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alrischid 

Anight my shallop, rustling thro’ 

I he low and bloomed foliage, drove 
The fragrant, glistening deeps, and clove 
1 he cition shadows in the blue 
By giideii pon hes on the brim, 

Ihe costly doors flung open wide, 



AhLOLl LCIJOVS Oh 


Crold gljttering thro lamplight dim, 
And broider’d sofas on each side 
In sooth It was a goodly time, 

I or It was m the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alrasrhid 


Often whtre ckai stemnid platans guird 
The outlet, did I turn away 
1 he boat he id dow n a broad can il 
1 rom the miin river sluued, whtre all 
I he slopitv of the moon lit sward 
Was damask work, and deep inla) 

Of braided blooms unmown, which crept 
\down to where the watei slept 
\ goodl) pi ice, 1 goodl> time, 

I or It w IS in the golden prime 
Ol good Haroun \lraschid 


A motion tiom the rivei won 
Ridged the sinoslh le\tl bearing on 
iM\ '.hiilop thro the stu sirown ( dm, 

Until anothei night in night 
1 enter il iiom tK dealer lighi 
[mbowerd \aults of pillar’d palm 
Imprisoning sweets, which, as thev clomb 
Heavenwaid were stavd beneath the dome 



THE iRABlAV NluHTS 

Of hollow boughs goodly time, 
I or It was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroiin Alraschid 

Still onward and the clear canal 
Is rounded to as clear a lake 
I rom the green rnage many a fall 
Of diamond nllets nuisu al, 

Thro’ little crystal arches low 
Down fiuin the centnl tountains flow 
Hll’n bihci ( himing, seemed to shake 
The spaiklmg flints bencUh the prow 
\ goodl) place, a goodi) time, 

I or it was in the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alrischid 

\bo\t thro man) i bowery turn 
\ walk with V u) eoloiii d shells 
W ande r d t. ngr iin d ( )n t ither side 
Ml round ibout the irigrant marge 
k rom fluted v ist, md br/»/t n urn 
In order easttin flowers large. 

Some drop[)mg low their eiiinson bells 
I^alf-elo^ed, and others studded wide 
With disks and tiars fed the time 
W uh odoui in the golden pnme 
01 good Haroun Alraschid 



A hi 01 1 Li HONS Oh 


I ir ofl, ind \\htrt the Itmon t,rovt 
In r lose St (ovtrliirt ui)sj)rung, 

1 he living iirs of middle night 
Died round the bulbul as In sung 
Not he but something v\hirh possess d 
I he darkness of the \vorld, delight, 

1 ife, anguish, death, immortal love. 
Ceasing not, mingled, unrepress’d 
Apart from jilace, withholding time, 
but flattering the golden prime 
Of good Hiroun Alraschid 

Rhck the garden bowers and grots 
Slumber d the solemn palms were ranged 
Above iinwoo’d of summer wind 
\ sudden splendour from behind 
Mushd all the leaves with rich gold green 
\nd, flowing rapidl) between 
Iheir interspaces, tounterchanged 
Tire level lake with diamond plots 
Of dark mdf bright \ lovely time, 
hor it was in the golden prime 
Of good Haioim \lrasehid 

Dark blue the deep splieie overlie id 
Distinct with vivid stars mlaid 
Crew darker from that undei fl ime 



IIIF AhAh/AN NIGHTS 


So, leaping lighti) from the boat, 

W ith silver am hor left afloat, 

In marvel wheme tint glory nine 
Upon me is in sleep I sink 
In cool soft turf iijion the I) ink 

hntranced with tint plaie and time 
So viorthj of the golden prime 
Of good Hiroiin Mraschid 

1 henre thro the girden 1 was drawn— 
\ realm of pleasance, man) a mound, 
And many a shadow chequer’d lawn 
I till of the city’s still) sound, 

And deep m)rrh thickets blowing round 
I he stately cedar, t imarisks, 

I hick rosaries of scented thorn, 

1 all orient shrubs, and obelisks 
(iravcn with emblems of the time. 

In honour of the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid 

\\ ith dazed vision unawares 
From the long alley s latticed shade 
Emerged, I came upon the great 
Pavilion of the Caliphat 
Right to the carven cedarn doors. 

Flung inward over spangled floors, 
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hF COLLECTIONS 01 


Broad based flights of marble stairs 
Ran up with golden balustrade, 
After the fashion of the time, 
And humour of the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Alraschid 


I he lourscorc windows all alight 
A.S with the quintessence of flame, 

A million tapirs iliiing bright 
I roni twhted silvers look’d to shame 
I he hollow vaulted dark, and stream’d 
Upon the mooned domes aloof 
rti inmost Bagdat, till there seem’d 
Hundreds of crescents on the roof 
Of night m w risen that marvellous time 
1 0 eelebrate the golden prime 
Of good Haroun Vlraschid 


Then stole I up, and trancedly 
( lazed on the rsian girl alone, 
Serene with argent liddetl eves 
Amorous, and lashes like to ra>s 
Of darkness, and a brow of pearl 
Iressed with redolent ebony, 

In many a dark delicious curl 
Flowing beneath her rose hued zone , 



THE ARABIAN NIGHTS 


The sweetest lady of the time, 

Well worthy of the golden prime 
Of good Haroiin Alraschid 

Six columns three on either side, 

Pure silver, underprop! a rich 
Throne of the massive ore, from which 
Down droo])(l in many a floUing fold 
Fngirhnded ind dnper’d 
With inwrought flowers, a cloth of gold 
1 hereon, his deep e)e hughtei stirr’d 
U ith merriment of kingl) pride 

Sole star of ill that place and time, 

1 saw him- in his golden prime, 
The Good Haroun Alraschid 



ODE TO MEMORY 


ADDRFssrn ro 


T iTou ^^ho stcalcst fire 
From tht fountains of the past, 
ioglonty the present, oh, haste, 

\ jsit ni) low desire ' 
Strengthen me, enlighten me ' 

I faint in this obseurity, 

I hou dewy dawn of memory 

II 

Come not as thou earnest of late, 
Flinging the glgom of )esternight 
On the white da) , but robed in soften’d light 
Of orient state 

Whilome thou earnest with the morning mist, 
E\en as a maid, whose stately brow 
1 he dew impearled winds of dawn have kiss’d, 
When, she, as thou, 



ODE TO MEMORY 
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Stijs on her floating locks the lo\cly freight 
Of overflowing blooms, and eirhcst shoots 
Of orient green, giving sifc pledge of fruits, 
Which in wintcrtidc shill stir 
The black earth with brilliance rare 


MI 

hilome thou ciniest with the morning mist, 

A.nd with the evening cloud, 

Showering thv gleincd wealth into my open breast 
( I hose peerless flowers which in the rudest wind 
Never grow sere, 

\\ hen rooted in the garden of the mind, 

Keciuse the} are the earliest of the year) 

Nor was the night thy shroud 
In sweet dreams softer than unbroken rest 
I hou leddest by the hand thine infant Hope 
I he eddying of her garments caught from thee 
The light of thy great presence , and the cope 
Of the half attain’d futurity, 

I ho’ deep not fathomless. 

Was cloven with the million stars which tremble 
O’er the deep mind of dauntless infancy 
Small thought was there of life’s distress, 

For sure she deem’d no mist of earth could dull 
1 hose spirit thrilling eyes so keen and beautiful 


VOL I 
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ODF TO MEM0R\ 


Sure she was rusher to heaven s spheres, 
Listening the lordly music flowing from 
I lie illimitable years 

0 strengthen me, enlighten me ' 

1 faint m this obscurity. 

Thou dewy dawn of memoi> 


IV 

Come forth, I charge thee, arise, 

1 hou of the many tongues, the myriad eyes ' 
Thou comest not with shows of flaunting vines 
Unto mine inner eye, 

Di\ inest Memory ' 

Thou wert not nursed by the waterfall 
Winch ever sounds and shines 

A pillai of white light upon the wall 
Of purple cliffs, aloof descried 
Come from the woods that belt the gray hilj side 
1 he seven elms, the jxiplars four 
I hat stand beside m) father’s door, 

\nd chiefly from the brook that loves 
To purl o’er matted cress and ribbed sand, 

Or dimple in the dark of rushy coves, 

Drawing into his nairow earthen urn, 

In every elbow and turn, 

The filter'd tnbute of the rough woodland, 



ODh ro MF VOh } 


O ' hithtr lead thy feet ' 

Pour round mine cars the livelong bleat 
Of the thick fleeced sheep from w attled folds, 
Upon the ridged wolds 
When the first matin song hath w ikcn’d loud 
Over the dtrk dewy earth forlorn 
What time the ambei morn 
horth gushes from beneath a lo\s hung cloud 


I arge dowries doth the raptured e>t 
To the young spirit jnesent 
When first she is wed 
And like a bride of old 
In triumph led, 

With music and sweet showers 
Ot festal flowers, 

Unto the dwelling she must sway 
W ell hast thou done, gie it artist Memory 
In setting round thy fust * xiienment 
W ith royal fi mie work of wrought gold , 
Needs must thou dear!) love th) first essay, 
And foremost in thy various gallery 
Place it, where sweetest sunlight falls 
Upon the storied walls , 

For the discovery 
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ODE TO MEMORY 


\nd newness of thmc -irt so pleased thee, 

IJiat 'll! which thou hast dmn of forest 
Or boldest since, but lightly weighs 
With thee unto the love thou bearest 
I he first born of thy genius 'Vrtist like, 
hver retiring thou dost ga/e 
On the prime labour of thine early da)s 
No mattei what the sketch might be 
hether the high held on the bushless I’lke, 

Or even a sand built iidge 
Of heaped hills that mound the sea, 

Overblown with murmurs harsh, 

Oi even \ lowly cottage whence we see 
Stieteh’d wide and wild the waste enormous marsh 
^Vliere from the frequent bridge, 

1 ike emblems of infinil) 

I he trenched waters run fiom sk) to sk) 

Or a garden bower’d close 

With plaited alleys of the trailing rose, 

Long alleys falling down to twilight grots 
Or ojiening upon level plots 
Ot crowned lilies, standing neai 
Purple spiked lavender 
\Vhither in after life retired 
I rom brawling storms. 

From weary wind, 

With vouthful fancy re inspired, 



ODE TO VEMOR\ 


Ue nny hold converse with all forms 
Of the m my sided mind, 

\nd those whom passion hath not blinded, 
Subtle thoiighted, myrnd minded 

My friend, with you to live alone, 

Were how murh better thin to own 
\ crown, a sceptre, and i throne ' 

0 strengthen me enlighten me ' 

1 faint in this obscurity 
Thou dewy daw n of memory 



SONG 


\ spiRii h units lilt )t'ir’s list hours 
Dwelling inud these \cllo\Mng bowers 
1 0 himself he t ilks 
I 01 U eventide listening e irnest^) 

\t his work you mi) he ir him sob and sigh 
In the walks 

b.irthwnrd he boweth the heavy stalks 
Of the mouldering flowers 

Hdivil) hangs the broad sunflowei 
Over Its grave i the earth so chill) , 
Heavily hinj.s the hollyhock, 
i leavily hangs the tiger lily 

II 

f he air is damp, and hush d, and close, 

As a sick man’s room when he taketh repose 
‘Vn hour before death , 



SONC 
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M) \ci) htirt f lints ind in} whole soul grieves 
\t the moist rich smell of the rotting leives 
\nd the breith 

Of the fiding edges of ho\ knevtlg 
\nd the )eir’s hsl rose 

Heaiil) hings the bund sun flow ei 
Over Its gi ne i the cirth so ( hill} 
Heavily hangs the hoi!} hoik, 

Heavil} hangs the tiger hi} 



A CHARACTER 


With a half glance upon the sky 
At night he said, ‘The wanderings 
Of this most mtiicate Universe 
Teach me the nothingness of things ' 

Yet could not all creation jiierce 
Beyond the bottom of his eye 

He spake of beauty that the dull 
Saw no divinity in grass, 

Lite in dead stones, or spirit in air , 

Then looking as ’twere in a glass. 

He smooth’d his chin and sleek’d his hair. 
And said the earth was beautiful 

He spake of virtue not the gods 
More purely, when they wish to charm 
Pallas and Juno sitting by 
And with a sweeping of the arm, 

And a lack lustre dead blue e)e. 

Devolved his rounded periods 



A CHAJiACTER 
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Most delicately hour by hour 
He canvass’d human mysteries, 

And tiod on silk, as if the winds 
Blew his own jiraises in his eyes, 

And stood aloof from other minds 
In impotence of fancied power 

W'lth lips depress’d as he uere meek, 
Himself unto himself he sold 
Upon himself himself did feed 
Quiet, dispassionate, and cold. 

And other than his form of creed, 
With ehiscll’d features clear and sleek 



IH[ POKI 


I ifL poet in i golden rlime was born 
Uith golden stars above 

Dower’d with the hate of hate, the scorn of scorn 
I he love of love 

He saw thro life and death, thro’ good and ill, 
He saw thro’ his own soul 
Ihe marvel of the everlasting wifi, 

\n oi)en snoll 

Before him hv with echoing feet he threaded 
The set retest walks of fame 
Ihe viewless arrow? of his thoughts were headed 
\nd wing’d with flame. 

Like Indian reeds blown trom his silver tongue, 
And of so fierce a flight, 

From Calpe unto Caucasus they sung, 

Filling with light 



THE POh r 
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\nd vij,] uit mclodiLS the wind') which bore 
1 hem cirthwird till tht> lit 
I hen like the mow seed*) ot the field fiowei 
I he fruitful wit 


k leaving, took loot ind springing toith anew 
W here ei they fell, behold, 

1 ike to the mother plmt in sembianee, grew 
\ flower ill gold 


\nd bravely furnish’d all abroad to fling 
1 he winged shifts ot truth, 
to throng with stately blooms the breathing 
spring 

Ot Hope and Youth 


So many minds did gird their orbs with beams, 
I ho’ one did fling the lire 
Heaven flow d upon the soul in many dreams 
Of high desire 


Thus truth was multiplied on truth, the world 
Like one great garden show’d, 

And thro’ the wreaths of floating dark upeuri’d 
Rare sunrise flow’d 
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IHE J^OET 


And Freedom rear’d in that august sunrise 
Her beautiful bold brow, 

When rites and forms before his burning eyes 
Melted like snow 

There was no blood upon her maiden robes 
Sunn’d by those orient skies , 

But round about the circles of the globes 
Of her keen eyes 

And in her laiment’s hem was traced in flame 
Wisdom, a name to shake 
All evil dreams of power— a sacred name 
And when she spake, 

Her words did gather thunder as they ran, 

And as the lightning to the thunder 
Which folloivs It, riving the spirit of man. 
Making earth wonder, 

So was their meaning to her words No sword 
Of wrath her right arm whirl’d, 

But one poor poet’s scroll, and with hts word 
She shook the world 



THF POFT’S MIND 


Vex not thou the poet’s mind 
With thy shallow wit 
Vex not thou the poet’s mind , 

Por thou canst not fathom it 
Clear and bright it should be ever, 
Flowing like a crystal nver 
Bright as light, and cleai as wind 

II 

Dark brow’d sophist, come not anear , 

All the place i» hoi} ground , 

Hollow smile and frozen sneer 
Come not here 
Holy water will I pour 
Into every spicy flower 
Of the laurel shrubs that hedge it around 
The flowers would faint at your cruel cheer 
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THF POFf^ MIND 


In your e)e there is death, 

There is frost m your breath 
Which ^\ould blight the plants 
Where you stand you cannot hear 
r rom the groves within 
1 he wild bird’s dm 

In the heart of the garden the merry bird chants 
It would fill to the ground if you came in 
In the middle leaps a fountain 
Like sheet lightning, 

Ever brightening 
With a low melodious thunder , 

All day and all night it is ever drawn 
From the brain of the purple mountain 
Winch stands in the distance yonder 
It springs on a level of bowery lawn 
And the mountain draws it from He'’\en above, 
\nd It sings a song of undying love 
\nd yet, tho’ its voice be so clear and full, 

You never would hear it , your ears are so dull , 
So keep where you, art you are foul with sm , 

It would shrink to the earth it you came in 



THE SE^ FAIRIES 

Slow sail’d the weaiy mariners and saw, 

Betwixt the green brink and the running foam, 

Sweet faces, rounded arms, and bosoms prest 
To little harps of gold , and while they mused 
Whispering to each other half in fear. 

Shrill music reach’d them on the middle sea 

WTiither away, whither away, whither away ? fly no 
more 

Whither away from the high green field, and the happy 
blossoming shore? 

Day and night to the billow the fountain calls 
Down shower the gambolling waterfalls 
From wandering over the lea 
Out of the live green heart of the dells 
They freshen the silvery-cnmson shells. 

And thick with white bells the clover hill swells 
High over the full toned sea 
0 hither, come hither and furl your sails, 

Come hither to me and to me 
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wr SEA FAIRIES 


Hithtr, romc hither ind frolu md pliy, 

Here it is only the mew ihit wills , 

We will sing to 3011 all the day 
Mariner, manner, fml your sails, 

For here are the blissful downs an^ dales, 

And merril}, merrily carol the gales, 

And the spangle dances in bight and bay, 

And the rainbow forms and flies on the land 
Over the islands free , 

And the rainbow lives in the curve of the sand , 
Hither, come hither and see , 

And the rainbow hangs on the poising wave, 

And sweet is the colour of cove and cave, 

And sweet shall )our welcome be 
0 hither, conic hither, and be oui loids, 
bor merry brides are we 

We will kiss sweet kisses, and speak sweet words 
0 listen, listen, )our eyes shall glisten 
Uith pleasure and love and jubilee 
0 listen, listen, your eyes shall glisten 
When the sharp clear twang of the golden chords 
Runs up the ridged sea 
U ho can light on as happy a shore 
All the world o’er, all the world o’er? 

Whither away ? listen and stay mariner, manner, fly 


no more 



THE DESERTED HOUSE 


Life and Thought have gone away 
Side by side, 

Leaving door and windows wide 
Careless tenants they • 

n 

All within IS dark as night 
In the windows is no light , 

And no murmur at the door, 

So frequent on its hinge before 

III 

Close the door, the shutters close, 

Or thro’ the windows we shall see 
The nakedness and vacancy 
Of the dark deserted house 


VOL I 
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THF DESERTEt) HOUSE 


IV 

Come away no more of mirth 

Is here or merry making sound 
The house ims builded of the earth, 
And shall fall again to ground 

V 

Come away for I ife and Thought 
Here no longer dwell ^ 

But m a city glorious- 
A great and distant city— have bought 
A mansion incorruptible 
Would they could have stayed with us > 



THE DYING SWAN 


The plain was grassy, wild and bare, 
Uide, wild and open to the air, 

Which had built up ever) where 
An undei roof of doleful gray 
With an inner voice the river ran, 
\down It floated a dying swan, 

And loudly did lament 
It was the middle of the day 
Ever the weary wind wenf on, 

\nd took the reed tops as it went 


Some blue peaks in the distance rose, 

And white against the cold white sky, 
Shone out their crowning snows 
One willow over the river wept. 

And shook the wave as the wind did sigh , 
Above in the wind was the swallow, 
Chasing itself at its own wild will. 



THE DMNG^WAN 
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And far thro’ the marish green and still 
The tangled water-courses slept, 

Shot over with purple, and green, and yellow 

IH 

1 he wild swan’s death hymn took the soul 
Of that waste place with joy 
Hidden in sorrow at first to the eat 
Ihe warble was low, and full and clear, 

And floating about the under sk), 

Prevailing m weakness, the coronach stole 
Sometimes afar, and sometimes anear , 

But anon her awful jubilant voice, 

With a music stnnge and manifold, 

Flow d forth on a carol free and bold , 

As when a mighty people rejoice 
With shawms, and with cymbals, and harps of gold 
And the tumult of their acclaim is roll’d 
Thro’ the ojien gates of the city afar, 

1 0 the shepherd who watcheth the evening star 
And the creeping mosses and clambering weeds 
And the willow branches hoar and dank. 

And the wavy swell of the soughing reeds. 

And the wave worn horns of the echoing bank, 
And the silvery marish flowers that throng 
The desolate creeks and pools among, 

IVere flooded over with eddying song 



A DIRGE 


Now IS done thy long day’s work ^ 
Fold thy palms across thy breast, 
Fold thine arms, turn to thy rest 
Let them rave 
bhadows of the silver birk 
Sweep the green that folds thy grave 
Let them rave 

11 

Thee nor carketh care nor slander , 
Nothing but the small cold worm 
Fretteth thine enshrouded form. 

Let them rave 

Light and shadow ever wander 
O’er the green that folds thy grave 
Let them rave 
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A DIAGE 


I hou wilt not turn upon thy bed , 
Chaunteth not the brooding bee 
Sweeter tones thin calumny ? 

I et them rave 

rhou wilt never raise thine head 
From the green that folds thy grave 
] et them rave 

IV 

Crocodiles wept tears for thee , 

The woodbine and eglatere 
Drip sweeter dews than traitor’s tea 
F et them rive 

Ram makes music in the tree 
O’er the green that folds thy grave 
I et them rave 


V 

Round thee blow, selt pleached deep, 
Bramble roses, faint and pale, 

\nd long purples of the dale 
I et them rave 

These m every shower creep 
Thro’ the green that folds thy grave 
I et them rave 
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VI 

The gold eyed kingcups fine , 

The frail bluebell peereth over 
Rare broidry of the purple clover 
I et them rave 

Kings have no such couch as thint, 
As the green that folds thy grave 
I et them rave 

VII 

Wild words wander here and there 
God’s great gift of speech abused 
Makes thy memory confused 
But let them rave 
The balm-cricket carols clear 
In the green that folds thy grave 
Let them rave 



LOVE AND DEATH 


What time the mighty moon gathering light 
Love paced the thymy plots of Paradise, 

And all about him roll’d his lustrous eyes , 

When, turning round a cassia, full m vle^\, 

Death, walking all alone beneath a )e\s, 

And talking to himself, first met his sight 
‘ You must begorle,’ said Death, ‘ these walks aie mine ’ 
Love wept and spread his sheeny vans for flight , 

Yet ere he parted said, ‘ This hour is thine 
fhou art the shadow of life, and as the tree 
Stands m the sun and shadows all beneath 
So in the light of great eternity 
Life eminent creates the shade of death , 

The shadow passeth when the tree shall fall, 

But I shall reign for ever over all ’ 



THF BALLAD OF ORIANA 

My hcirt is wasted with my woe, 

Ornin 

There is no rest for me below, 

Oriana 

When the long dun wolds are ribb'd with snow, 

And loud the Norland whirlwinds bloyv, 

Ornna, 

Alone I wander to and fro, 

Oriana 

Ere the light on dark was growing, 

Oriana, 

At midnight the cock was crowing, 

Oriana 

Winds were blowing, waters flowing. 

We heard the steeds to battle going, 

Oriana , 

Aloud the hallow bugle blowing, 

Oriana 
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ORI IN 1 


In the yew wood black as night, 

Oriana, 

Ere I rode into the fight, 

Oriana, 

While blissful tears blinded my sight 

By star shine and by moonlight, 

Oriani, 

I to thee my troth did plight, 

Oriana 

She stood upon the castle wall, 

Oriana 

She w Itch’d my crest among them all, 
Oriana 

She saw me fight, she heard me call, 

When forth there stept a foeman tall, 
Omni, 

\tween me ind the castle wall, 

Orianx 

T he bitter arrow went aside, 

Onana 

il)e false, false airow went aside, 

Oriana 

1 he damned airow glanced aside, 

\nd piereed thy heart, my love, ni) bride, 
Oriana ' 
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Thy heart, iny life, my love, my bride, 
Oriana ' 

Oh ' narrow, narrow was the space, 
Oriana 

I oud, loud rung out the bugle s brays, 
Oriana 

Oh * deathful stabs were dealt apace, 

1 he battle deepen’d in its place, 

Oriana , 

But I was down upon my face, 

Oiiana 

They should have stabb’d me where I lay, 
Oriana ’ 

How could I rise and come away, 

Ornna ? 

How could I look upon the day ? 

They should have stabb’d me where I lay, 
Oriana— 

They should have trod me into clay, 
Oriana. 

0 breaking heart that will not break, 
Oriana ’ 

0 pale, pale face so sweet and meek, 
Oriana • 
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OKI AN A 


rhou smilest, but thou dost not speak, 
And then the tears run down my cheek, 
Oriana 

What wantest thou ? whom dost thou seek, 
Oriana ? 


I cry aloud none hear my cries, 
Oriana 

1 hou comest atween me and the skies 
Oriana 

I feci the tears of blood arise 
Up from my heait unto my eyes, 
Oriana 

Within thy heart m) arrow lies 
Ornna 


0 cursed hand ’ 0 cursed blow ' 
Oriana ’ 

0 happy thou that best low, 
Oriana ' 

All night the silence seems to flow 
Beside me in ray utter woe, 

Oriana 

\ weary, wear) way I go, 

Oriana 



ORfAKA 


When Norland winds pipe down the sea 
Onana, 

T walk, I dart not think of thte, 

Oriana 

1 hou liest beneath the greenwood tree, 

I dare not die and come to thee, 

Oriana 

I hear the roaring of the sea, 

Oriana 



CIRCUMSTANCE 


Two children in two neighbour villages 
Playing mad prankb along the heathy leas , 

Two strangers meeting at a festival , 

Two lovers whispering b) an orchard wall^ 

Two lives bound fist m one with golden ease , 

I wo graves grass green beside a gray church tower, 
Wash’d with still rams and daisy blossomed, 
fwo children m one hamlet born and bred , 

So runs the round of life from hour to hour 



THE MERMAN 


W HO would be 
A merman bold, 

Sitting alone, 

Singing alone 
Under the sea, 

With a crown of gold, 

On a throne ? 

II 

I would be a merman bold, 

I would sit and sing the whole of the day , 

I would fill the sea halls with a voice of power , 
But af night I would roam abroad and play 
With the mermaids in and out of the rocks. 
Dressing their hair with the white sea flower , 
And holding them back by their flowing locks 
I would kiss them often under the sea. 

And kiss them again till they kiss’d me 
Laughingly, laughingly , 



So 


THE MERMAN 


And then we would wander away, away 
To the pale green sea groves straight and high, 
Chasing each other merrily 

HI 

There would be neither moon nor star , 

But the wave would make music above us afar— 
Low thunder and light m the magic night— 
Neither moon nor star 
We would call aloud in the dreamy dells. 

Call to each other and whoop and cry 
All night, merrily, merrily, 

1 hey would pelt me with starry spangles and shells, 
Laughing and clapping their hands between, 

All night merril), merrily 
But I would throw to them back in mine 
Turkis and agate and almondine 
7 hen leaping out upon them unseen 
I would kiss them often under the sea, 

And kiss them again till they kiss’d me 
Laughingly, laughingly 
Oh ' what a happy life were mine 
Under the hollow hung ocean green ' 

Soft are the moss beds under the sea , 

We would live merrily, merrily 



THE MERMAID 


Who would be 
A mermaid fair, 

Singing alone, 

Combing her hair 
Under the sea 
In a golden curl 
With a comb of pearl, 

On a throne ? 

II 

I would be a mermaid fair , 

I would sing to myself the whole of the day , 
With a comb of pearl I would comb my hair , 
And still as I comb’d I would sing and say, 
‘Who is It loves me? who loves not me?’ 

I would comb my hair till my ringlets would fall 
Low adown, low adown, 

From under my starry sea bud crown 
Low adown and around, 
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THE MERMAID 


And I should look like a fountain of gold 
Springing alone 
With a shrill inner sound, 

Over the throne 
In the midst of the hall , 

Till tint great sea snake under the sea 

hrom his coiled sleeps m tlie central deeps 

^Vould slowly trail himself sevenfold 

Round the hall where 1 sate, and look in at the gate 

With his large calm eyes for the love of me 

And all the mermen under the sea 

Would feel their immortality 

Die in their hearts for the love of me 


But at night I would wander away, awa}, 

I would fling on each side my low flowing locks. 
And lightl) vault from the throne and plaj 
With the mermen in and out of the rocks , 

We would run to and fro, and hide and seek, 

On the broad sea wolds in the crimson shells. 
Whose silvery spikes are nighest the sea 
But if any came near I would call, and shriek. 

And adown the steep like a wave I would leap 
From the diamond-ledges that jut from the dells , 
For I would not be kiss’d by all who would list. 

Of the bold merry mermen under the sea, 
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They would sue me, and woo me, and flatter me 
In the purple twilights under the sea 
But the king of them all would carry me, 

^00 me, and win me, and marry me. 

In the branching jaspers under the sea , 

1 hen all the dry pied things that be 
In the hueless mosses under the sea 
Would curl round my silver feet silently. 

All looking up for the love of me 
And if I should carol aloud from aloft 
\11 things that are forked, and homed, and soft 
W ould lean out from the hollow sphere of the sea 
All looking down for the love of me 



\DELINE 


Mv'itery of mysteries 

Faintly smiling Adeline, 

Scarce of earth nor all divine, 

Nor unhappy, nor at rest, 

But beyond expression fair 
With thy floating flaxen hair , 

Thy rose lips and full blue eyes 

lake the heart from out my breast 
Wherefore those dim looks of thine, 
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline ? 

n 

)Vhence that aery bloom of thine, 

Like a lily >\hich the sun 
Looks thro' in his sad decline, 

And a rose bush leans upon, 
rhou that faintly smilest still, 

As a Naiad in a well, 

Looking at the set of day, 

Or a phantom two hours old 
Of a maiden past away 



ADEIINE 


Fre the placid lips be cold? 
Wherefore those faint smiles ot thint, 
Spiritual Adeline ^ 

111 

What hope or ftir or joy is thine ? 

Who talketh with thee, Adeline? 

For sure thou lit not all alone 
Do beating hearts of salient springs 
Keep measure with thine own? 

Hast thou heard the butterflies 
What they say betwixt their wings 
Or in stillest evenings 
With what voice the viokt woos 
To his heart the silver dews? 

Or when little airs arise, 

How the meny bluebell rings 

To the mosses underneath ? 

Hast thou look’d upon the breath 
Of the lilies at sunrise ^ 

Wherefore that faint smile of thine, 
Shadowy, dreaming Adeline? 

IV 

Some honey-converse f?eds thy mind, 

Some spirit of a enmson rosfe 
In love with thee forgets to close 



ADhUNE 


His curtains, wasting odorous sighs 
Ml night long on dirkness blind 
What ailcth thee? whom waitest thou 
With thy soften’d, shidow d brow, 

And those dew lit e>es of thine, 

I hoii flint smilei, Vdeline? 

V 

Lovest thou the doleful wind 

A\ hen thou ga/est at the skies ? 
Doth the low tongued Orient 

inder from the side of the morn, 
Dripping with Sabigan spice 
On thj pillow, lowly bent 
With melodious iirs lovelorn, 
Bieithing I ight against th> face. 

While his locks a drooping twined 
Round thy neck in subtle ring 
Make a carcanet of rays, 

And ye talk together still. 

In the language wherewith Spring 
letters cowslips on the hill? 

Hence that look and smile of thine, 
Spiritual Adeline 



MARGARET 


X) swELi pale Margartt, 

O rare pale Margaret, 

What lit >our eyes NMth tearful power, 

Like moonlight on a falling shower? 

Who lent you, love, your mortal dower 
Of pensive thought and aspect pale, 
Your melancholy sweet and frail 
As perfume of the cuckoo flower ? 

Prom the westward winding flood, 

Prom the evening lighted wood, 

Prom all things outward you have won 
A tearful grace, as tho’ you stood 

Between the rainbow and the sun 
The very smile before you speak. 

That dimples yoQr transparent cheek, 
Encircles all the heart, and feedeth 
The senses with a still delight 



MARGARET 


Of dainty sorrow without sound, 
Like the tender amjber round, 

Which the moon about her spreadeth, 
Moving thro’ a fleecy night 

11 

You love, remiining peacefully, 

T 0 hear the murmur of the strife, 

But enter not the toil of life 
Your spirit is the calmed sea, 

Laid by the tumult of the fight 
You are the evening star, alway 

Remaining betwixt dark and bright 
Lull’d echoes of laborious day 

Come to you, gleams of mellow light 
Float by you on the verge of night 

III 

What can it matter, Margaret, 

What songs below the waning stars 
The lion heart, Plantagenet, 

Sang looking thro’ his prison bars ? 
Exquisite Margaret, who can tell 
The last wild thought of Chatelet, 

Just ere the falling axe did part 
The burning brain from the true heart, 
Even m her sight he loved so .well? 
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A fairy shield your Genius made 

And gave you on your natal day 
Your sorrow, only sorrow’s shade, 

Keeps real sorrow far away 
You move not m such solitudes, 

You are not less divine, 

But more human in your moods. 

Than your twin sister, Adeline 
Your hair is darker, and your eyes 

Touch’d with a somewhat darker hue. 
And less aerially blue. 

But ever trembling thro’ the dew 
Of dainty woeful sympathies 


V 

0 sweet pale Margaret, 

0 rare pale Margaret, 

Come down, come down, and hear me speak 
Tie up the ringlets on your cheek 
The sun is just about to set. 

The arching limes are tall and shady, 

And faint, rainy lights are seen, 

Moving in the leavy beech 
Rise from the feast of sorrow, lady, 



MARGARET 


Where all day long you sit between 
Io> and woe, and whisper each 
Or only look across the lawn, 

T ook out below your bower eaves, 

1 ook down, and let your blue eyes dawn 
Upon me thro’ the jasmine leaves 



ROSALIND 


My Rosalind, ni) Rosilind, 
iM> frolic falcon, \Mth bright eyes, 

V\ hose free delight, from an> height of rapid flight, 
btoops at all game that wing the skies, 

My Rosalind, my Rosalind, 

My bright eyed, wild eyed falcon, whither. 
Careless both of wind and weather. 

Whither fly ye, what game spy ye. 

Up or down the streaming wind ? 

11 

The quick larks closest caroU’d strains, 

The shadow rushing up the sea, 

The lightning flash atween the rams, 

The sunlight driving down the lea, 

The leaping stream, the very wind. 

That will not stay, upon his way. 

To stoop the cowslip to the plains, 



92 


ROSALIND 


Is not so clcir ind bold and free 
As you, my falcon Rosalind 
You care not for another’s pains, 
Because you are the soul of joy, 

Bright metal all without alloy 

Life shoots and glances thro’ your veins, 

And flashes oflT a thousand w ay s, 

Thro’ lips and eyes m subtle rays 
Your hawk-eyes are keen and bright, 
Keen with triumph, watching still 
To pierce me thro’ with pointed light , 
But oftentimes they flash and glitter 
Like sunshine on a dancing rill, 

And your words are seeming bitter. 

Sharp and few, but seeming bitter 
hrom excess of swift delight 

III 

Come down, come home, my Rosalind, 
My gay young hawk, my Rosalind 
Too long you keep the upper skies, 

1 00 long you roam and wheel at will , 
But we must hood your random eyes. 
That care not whom they kill, 

And your cheek, whose brilliant hue 
Is so sparkling fresh to view. 

Some red heath flower in the dew, 
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Touch’d ^\ith sunrise We must bind 
\nd keep you fast, my Rosalind, 
hast, fist, my wild eyed Rosalind, 

And clip )our wings, and make you love 
When WL have lured you from above. 

And that delight of frolic flight, by day or night, 
From North to South, 

Wt’ll bind you fast in silken cords. 

And kiss away the bitter words 
[ rom off your rosy mouth 



ELEANORE 


1 dark eyes open d not, 

Nor first reveal’d themselves to English air, 
For there is nothing here, 

Which, from the outward to the inward brought, 

xMouldcd thy baby thought 

Far off from human neighbourhood, 

1 hou wert born, on a summer morn, 

A mile beneath the cedar wood 
Ihy bounteous forehead was not fann’d 
With breezes from our oaken glades, 

But thou wert nursed in some delicious land 
Of lavish lights, and floating shades 
\nd flattering thy childish thought 
The oriental fairy brought. 

At the moment of thy birth, 

From old well heads of haunted rills, 

And the hearts of purple hills, 



EIRANORE 


Vnd shadow’d coves on a sunny shore, 
1 ht choicest wealth of all the earth, 
Jewel or shell, oi starry ore, 

To deck thy cradle, Eleanore 


Or the yellow banded bees, 

1 hro’ half open lattices 
Coming in the scented breeze, 

bed thee, a child, lying alone, 

With hitest honey in fairy gardens cull'd- 
A glorious child, dreaming alone, 

In silk soft folds, upon yielding down, 

)\ ith the hum of swarming bees 

Into dreamful slumbe- lull’d 


Who may minister to thee ? 

Summer herself should minister 

i 0 thee, with fruitage golden rinded 
On golden salvers, or it may be, 

Youngest Autumn, in a bower 

Grape thicken’d from the light, and blinded 

With many a deep-hued bell like flower 
Of fragrant trailers, when the air 

Sleepeth over all the heaven, 
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ELEANORE 


And the crag that fronts the Even 
All along the shadowing shore, 
Crimsons over an inland inert, 

Eletnore ' 

IV 

How may full sail’d verse express, 

How may measured words adore 
1 he full flowing harmony 
Of thy swan like stateliness, 

Eleanore ? 

1 he luxuriant symmetry 
Of thy floating gracefulness, 

Eleanore ? 

Every turn and glance of thine, 
Every lineament divine, 

Eleanore, 

And the steady sunset glow, 

1 hat stays upon thee for m thee 
Is nothing sudden, nothing single , 
Like two streams of incense free 
From one censer in one shrine, 
Thought and motion mingle, 

Mingle ever Motions flow 
To one another, even as tho’ 

They were modulated so 

To an unheard melody, 
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Which lives about thee, and a sweep 
Of richest pauses, evermore 
Drawn from each other mellow deep, 

\\ ho may express thee, Eleanore ? 

V 

I stand before thee, Elemore 

I see thy beauty graduallj unfold, 
Daily and hourly, more and more 
I muse, as in a trance, the while 
Slowly, as from a cloud of gold. 
Comes out thy deep ambrosial smile 
I muse, as in a trance, whene’er 

1 he languors of thj love deep eyes 
1 loat on to me I would I were 
So tranced, so rapt in ecstasies 
1 0 stand apart, and to adore, 

(^azing on thee for evermore, 

Serene, imperial Eleanore ' 

VI 

Sometimes, with most intensity 
Gazing, I seem to see 

Thought folded over thought, smiling asleep, 
Slowly awaken’d, grow so full and deep 
In thy large eyes, that, overpower’d quite, 
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I cannot veil, or droop my sight, 

But am as nothing m its light 
As tho’ a star, in inmost heaven set, 

Ev'n while we gaze on it, 

Should slowly round his orb, and slowly grow 
To a full fact, there like a sun remain 
Fix’d— then as slowly fade again. 

And draw itself to what it was before 
So full, so deep, so slow. 

Thought seems to come and go 
In thy large eyes, imperial Eleanore 


VII 

As thunder-clouds that, hung on high, 

Roofd the world with doubt and fear 
Floating thro’ an evening atmospheit 
(irow golden all about the sk) , 

In thee all passion becomes passionless, 
Touch’d by thy spirit’s mellowness. 

Losing his fire and active might 
In a silent meditation, 

Tailing into a still delight, 

And luxury of contemplation 
As waves that up a quiet cove 
Rolling slide, and lying still 
Shadow forth the banks at will 
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Oi >,011161111163 th6y swell and move, 
Pressing up against the land, 

With motions of the outer sea 
And the self same influent e 
Controlleth all the soul and sense 
Of Passion gazing upon thee 
His bow string sheken’d languid I ove, 

1 eaning his cheek ujion his hand, 
Droops both his wings, regarding thee, 
And so would languish eieimore, 
Stiene, imperial Fleanore 


VIII 

But when I see thee roam, with tresses unconfined, 
While the amorous, odorous wnnd 

Breathes low between the sunset and<hc moon, 
Or, in a shadow) saloon, 

On silken cushions half reclined , 

I watch thy grace , and in its place 
M) heart a charmed slumber keeps, 

While I muse upon thy fact , 

And a languid fire creeps 

I hro’ my veins to all my frame, 
Dissohingly and slowly soon 

1 rom thy rose red lips my name 
Howeth , and then, as m a swoon. 



ELEANORE 


With dinning sound my cars arc rife, 

My tremulous tongue faltereth, 

I lose my colour, I lose my bieath, 

I drink the nip of a costly death, 

Brimm’d with delirious draughts of warmest life 
I die with my delight, befoii 

I hear what I would hear from thee , 
Vet tell my name agiin to me, 

I would be dying evermore, 

So dying ever, hleanore 




I 

M\ life IS full of weary days, 

But good things hive not kept aloof, 
Nor wander’d into other ways 

I have not lack’d thy mild reproof, 
Nor golden largess of thy praise 

Vnd now shike hands across the brink 
Of that deep grave to which I go 
Shake hands once more I cannot sink 
So far — far dow n, but I shall know 
Ihy voice, and answer from below 

ii 

When in the darkness ovci me 

The four handed mole shall scrape, 
Plant thou no duskv cypress tree, 

Nor wreathe thy cap with doleful crape, 
But pledge me in the flowing grape 



MY LItL IS hULL OF WEAK V DAYS 


And when the sapp) held and wood 
Grow green beneath the shower) gray^ 

\nd rugged barks begin to bud, 

And thro’ damp holts new flush’d with may, 
Ring sudden scritches of the jay, 

! hen let wise Nature work her will, 

And on my clay her darnel grow 
Come only, when the days are still, 

\nd at my headstone whisper low, 

Vnd tell me if the woodbines blow 
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TO 

Ab when with downcast eyes we muse and brood, 
And ebb into a former life, or seem 
1 0 lapse far back in some confused dream 
1 0 states of mystical similitude , 

If one but speaks or hems or stirs his chair, 

Ever the wonder waxeth more and more. 

So that we saj, ‘All this hath been before, 

A.11 this hath been, I know not when or where ’ 

So; friend, when first I look’d upon your face, 

Our thought gave answer each to each, so true- 
Opposed mirrors each reflecting each— 

That tho’ I knew not in what time or place, 
Methought that I had often met with you, 

And either lived in cither’s heart and speech 



104 


£4ALy SONNETS 


II 

10 J M K 

My hope 'ind heart is \\ith thee - thou wilt be 
A latter Luther, and a soldier jiriest 
To scare church harpies from the nnstei s feast , 
Our dusted velvets have much need of thee 
Thou art no sabbath drawler ot old saws, 

Distill’d from some worm < anker d homily, 

But spun’d at heart with fieriest energy 
To embattail and to wall about thy cause 
With iron worded proof, hating to hark 
Ihe humming of the drows} pulpit drone 
Half God’s good sabbath, while the worn out clerk 
Brow beats his desk below 1 hou from a throne 
Mounted m heaven wilt shoot into the dark 
Arrows of lightnings I will stand and mark 
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in 

Mine be the strength of spirit, full and free, 

Like some broad river rushing down alone, 

With the seifs line impulse wherewith he was thrown 
brom his loud fount upon the echoing lea ~ 
Which with int reusing might doth forward flee 
By town, and tower, and hill, and cape, and isle. 
And in the middle of the green salt sea 
Keeps his blue waters fresh for many a mile 
Mine be the power which ever to its sway 
)Vill win the wise at once, and by degrees 
May into uni ongenial spirits flow , 

Fv’n as the warm gulf stieam of I'loiid i 
Floats far away into the Northern seas 
Ihe lavish growths of southern Mexico 
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IV 

AI EXANDER 

Warrior of (iod, whose strong right arm debased 
The throne of Persia, when her Satrap bled 
At Issus by the b)run gates, or fled 
Beyond the Memmian naphtha pits, disgraced 
For ever— thee (thy pathway sand erased) 

Gliding with equal crowns two serpents led 
Joyful to that palm planted fount im fed 
Ammoman Oasis in the waste 
J here in a silent shade of laurel brown 
Apart the Chamian Oracle divine 
Shelter’d his unapproached mysteries 
High things were spoken there, unhanded down , 
Only they saw thee from the secret shrine 
Returning with hot cheek and kindled eyes 
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V 

BUONAPARTE 

Hr thought to quell the stubborn hearts of oak, 
Madman '--to chain with chains, and bind with bands 
lhat island queen who swa)s the floods and lands 
From Ind to Ind, but in fair daylight woke. 

When from her wooden walls,— lit by sure hands, 
With thunders, and with lightnings, and with smoke, - 
Peal after peal, the British battle bioke, 

I tilling the brine against the Coptic sands 
^Ve taught him lowlier moods, when Elsinore 
Heard the war moan along the distant sea. 

Rocking with shatter’d spars, with sudden fires 
Flamed over at T rafalgar yet once more 
We taught him late he learned humility 
Perforce, like those whom Gideon school’d with brieis 
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VI 

POLAND 

How long, 0 God, shall men be ridden do^\ii, 

\nd trampled under by the last and least 
Of men ? I he heart of Poland hath not ceased 
1 0 quiver, tho’ her sacred blood doth drown 
1 he fields, and out of every smouldering town 
Cries to 1 hee, lest brute Powei be increased, 
till that oergrown Barbarian in the Last 
1 ransgress his ainjile bound to some new crown — - 
Cries to Thee, ‘Lord, how long shall these things be^ 
How long this icy hearted Muscovite 
Oppress the region?’ Us, 0 fust and (lOod, 

1 orgive, who smiled when she was torn in three, 
Us, who stand now, when we should aid the right 
A matter to be wept with tears of blood ' 
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VII 

Carfss’d or chidden by the slender hand, 

\nd singing airy trifles this or that, 

I ight Hope at Beaut} ’s call would perch and stand, 
And run thro' every change of sharp and flat 
And I ancy came and at her pillow sat, 

When Sleep had bound her in his rosy band, 

And chased away the still recurring gnat. 

And woke her with a la} from fa'ry land 
But now they live with Beaut} less and less. 

For Hope is other Hope and wanders far, 

Nor cares to lisp in love’s delicious creeds , 

And Fancy watches in the wilderness, 

Poor Fancy sadder than a single star, 

That sets at twilight in a land of reeds 
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The form, the form alone is eloquent ' 

A nobler yearning nevei broke her rest 
Than but to danc e and sing, be gaily drest, 

And win all eyes with all accomplishment 
Yet in the whirling dances as we went, 

My fancy made me for a moment blest 
To find ni) heart so near the beauteous breas* 
That once had power to rob it of content 
A moment came the tenderness of tears, 

I he phantom of a wish that once could move 
\ ghost of passion that no smiles restore— 

For ah > the slight (oquette, she cannot love, 

And if )ou kiss’d her feet a thousand )ears, 

She still would take the praise, and care no more 
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Wan Sculptor, weepest thou to take th^^’cast 
Of those dead lineaments tint near thee lie ? 

0 sorrowest thou, pale Painter, for the past, 

In painting some dead friend from memory ^ 

Weep on beyond his object Love can last 
His object lives more cause to weep have I 
My tears, no tears of love, are flowing fast, 

No tears of love, but tears that I ove can die 

1 pledge her not in any cheerful cup, 

Nor care to sit beside her where she sits— 

Ah pity —hint it not in human tones, 

But breathe it into earth and close it up 

With secret death for ever, in the pits 

Which some green Christmas crams with weary bones 
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If I were loved, as I desire to be, 

What IS there in the great sphere of the earth, 

And range of evil between death and birth. 

That I should feai,— if 1 were loved bj thee? 

\11 the inner, all the outer world of ]nin 
Clear Love would j)ierce and cleave, if thou wert nunc 
As I have heard that, somewhere in the mam, 
hresh water springs come up through bitter brine 
Twere joy, not fear, rlaspt hand-in hand with thee, 
To wait for death— mute — careless of all ills 
Apart upon a mountain, tho’ the surge 
Of some new deluge from a thousand hills 
1 lung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge 
Below us, as far on as eye could see 
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IHE BRIDESMAID 

0 Bridfsmaid, ere the happy knot was tied, 
Thine eyes so wept that they could hardly see, 
Thy sister smiled and said, ‘ No tears for me ' 

A happy bridesmaid makes a happy bride ' 

And then, the couple standing side by side, 
Love lighted down between them full of glee, 
And over his left shoulder laugh’d at thee, 

‘ 0 happy bridesmaid, make a happy bride 
And all at once a pleasant truth I learn’d, 

Tor while the tender service made thee weep, 

I loved thee for the tear thou couldst not hide, 
And piest thy hand, and knew the press return’d 
And thought, ‘ My life is sick of single sleep 
0 happy bridesmaid, make a happy bride 
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PART I 

On either side the river lie 
Long fields of barley and of rj e, 
lhat clothe the void and meet the skj , 
And thro’ the field the road runs by 
To many-tower’d Camelot , 

And up and down the people go, 

Gazing where the lilies blov 
Round an island there bdlov, 

1 he island of Shalott 

Willows vhiten, aspens quiver, 

I ittle breezes dusk and shiver 
Ihro’ the wave that runs tor ever 
By the island in the river 

Flowing down to Camelot 
Four gra) walls, and four gra) towers, 
Overlook a space of flowers, 

And the silent isl^ imboweis 
The I ady of Shalott 
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By the margin, willow veil’d, 

Slide the heavy barges trail d 
By slow horses , and unhail’d 
1 he shallop flitteth silken sail’d 

Skimming down to Cimelot 
But who hath seen her wave her hind ^ 
Or at the casement seen her stand 
Or IS she known in all the land, 

1 he Lady of Shalott ? 

Only reapers, reaping eiriy 
In among the bearded barley, 

Hear a song that echoes cheerly 
hrom the river winding clearly, 

Down to tower’d Cimelot 
And by the moon the leijicr wearj 
Piling sheaves in uplands airy, 

Listening, whispers ‘ 'Tis the fairy 
1 idv of Shalott ’ 


PART II 

There she weaves by fight and day 
A magic w eb with colours gay 
She has heard a whisper say, 

\ curse IS on hei if she stay 

Fo l(Xjk down to Camelot 
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She knows not what the curse may be, 
And so she weaveth steadilj, 

And little other care hath she, 

The Lady of Shalott 

And moving thro’ a mirror clear 
That hangs before her all the year, 
Shadows of the world appear 
1'heie she sees the highway near 

Mhnding down to Camelot 
There the river eddy \\hirls, 

And there the surly village churls, 

And the red cloaks of market girls, 

Pass onward from Shalott 

Sometimes a troop of damsels glad, 

An abbot on an ambling pad, 
Sometimes a curl) shepherd hd 
Oi long hail ’d page in crimson clad, 
Goes by to tower’d Camelot 
And sometimes thro’ the mirror blue 
1 he knights come ruling two and two 
She hath no loyal knight and tnie, 

1 he I ad> of Shalott 

But m her web she still delights 
lo weave the mirror’s magic sights, 
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Por often thro’ the silent nights 
•V funeral, with plumes and lights 

And music, went to Camelot 
Or when the moon was overhead, 
Came two young lovers lately wed , 

‘ I am half sick of shadows,’ said 
The Lady of Shalott 
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A BOW SHOT from her bower eaves, 

He rode between the barley sheaves, 
The sun came dazzling thro’ the leaves, 
And flamed upon the brazen greaves* 
Of bold Sir Lancelot 
A red cross knight for ever kneel’d 
1 0 a lady in his shield, 

1 hat sparkled on the yellow field, 
Beside remote Shalott 

The gemmy bridle glitter’d free, 

Like to some branch of stars we see 
Hung in the golden Galaxy 
The bridle bells rang merril} 

As he rode down to Camelot 
\nd from his blazon’d baldric slung 
A mighty silver bugle hung, 
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And as he rode his armour rung, 

Beside remote Shalott 

All in the blue unclouded weather 
Ihiek jeweird shone the saddle leather, 

I he helmet and the helmet feather 
Murn’d like one burning flame together, 
As he rode down to Camelot 
As often thro’ the purple night, 

Below the starry clusters bright, 
borne bearded meteor, trailing light, 
Moves over still Shalott 

His broad clear brow in sunlight glow’d , 
On burnish’d hooves his war horse trode 
From underneath his helmet flow’d 
His coal black curls as on he rode. 

As he rode down to Camelot 
From the bank and from the ruer 
He flash’d into the crystal mirror, 

‘ Tirra lirra,’ by the river 
Sang Sir Lancelot 

She left the web, she left the loom. 

She made three paces thro’ the room, 

She saw the water lily bloom, 

She saw the helmet and the plume 

She look’d down to Camelot 
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Out flew the Web and floated wide , 
The mirror crack’d from side to side , 
‘ Jhe curse is come upon me,’ cried 
The Lady of Shalott 


PARI IV 

In the stormy east wind straining, 

I he pale yellow woods w'ere waning. 

The broad stream in his banks complaining, 
Heavily the low sky raining 

Over tower’d Camelot , 

Down she came and found a boat 
Beneath a willow left afloat. 

And round about the prow she wrote 
The Lady of Shalott 


And down the river’s dim exjianse 
I ike some bold seer in a trance, 
beemg all his own mischance-*- 
With a glassy countenance 

Did she look to Camelot 
\nd ^t the closing of the day 
She loosed the chain, and down she lay 
The broad stream bore her far away. 
The Lady of Shalott 
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Lying, robed in snowy white 
That loosely flew to left ind right — 
The leaves upon her falling light 
Thro’ the noises of the night 

She floated down to Cinielot 
And as the boat head wound along 
The willowy hills and fields among, 
They heard her singing her last song, 

1 he I ady of Shalott 


Heard a carol, mournful, holy. 
Chanted loudly, chanted lowly. 

Till her blood was frozen slowly, 
And her eyes were darken’d wholly, 
Turn’d to tower’d Camelot 
For ere she reach’d upon the tide 
The first house by the water side. 
Singing in her song she died, 

The Lady of Shalott 


Under tower and balcony, 

By garden wall and gaJlery, 

A gleatning shape she floated by, 
Dead pale between the houses high, 
Silent into Camelot 
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Out upon the wharfs they camt, 

Knight and burgher, lord and dame, 

\nd round the prow they read her name, 
The Lady of Shaloit 

Who IS this and what is here ? 

And in the lighted palace near 
Died the sound of royal cheer , 

And they cross’d themselves for fear, 

All the knights it Camelot 
but Lancelot mused a little space , 

He said, ‘ She has a lovely face , 

(lod in his mercy lend her grace, 

The Lady of Shalott ’ 



THE TWO VOICES 

A STILL small voice spake untd me 
‘ Thou art so full of misery, 

Were It not better not to be 

Then to the still small voice I said ^ 

‘ Let me not ( ast in endless shade 
W^hat IS so wonderfully made ’ 

To which the voice did urge reply, 

‘To day I saw the dragon fly 
Come from the wells where he did lit 

‘ An inner impulse rent tlie veil 
Of his old husk from head to tail 
Came out clear plates of sapphire mail 

‘ He dried his wings like gauze they grew , 
rhro’ crofts and pastures wet with de^ 

A living flash of light he flew ’ 



VHE IIVO VOICES 


I said, ‘ ^Vhen first the world began, 
Young Nature thro’ five cycles ran, 

And in the sixth she moulded man 

‘ She gave him mind, the lordliest 
Proportion, and, above the rest, 
Dominion in the head and breast ’ 

7 hereto the silent voice replied , 

‘Self blinded are you by your pride 
Look up thro’ night the world is wide 

* This truth within thy mind rehearse. 
That in a boundless universe 
Is boundless better, boundless worse 

‘ Think you this mould of hopes and fears 
Could find no statelier than his jieers 
In yonder hundred million spheres?’ 

It spake, moreover, in my mind 
‘ Tho’ thou wert scatter’d to the wind, 

Yet IS there plenty of the kind ’ 

Then did my response clearer fall 
‘ No compound of this earthly ball 
Is like another, all in all ’ 
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To which he answer’d scoffingly , 

‘ Good soul * suppose I grant it thee, 
Who’ll weep for thy deficiency? 

‘Or will one beam be less intense, 

When thy peculiar difference 
Is cancell’d in the world of sense?’ 

I would have said, ‘ Thou canst not know,’ 
But my full heart, that work’d below, 
Rain’d thro’ my sight its overflow 

Again the voice spake unto me 
‘ Thou art so steep’d m misery, 

Surely ’twcrc better not to be 

‘ Ihine anguish will not let thee sleep, 

Nor any tram of reason keep 

Thou canst not think, but thou wilt weej) ’ 

I said, ‘ I he years with change advance 
If I make dark my countenance, 

I shut my life from happief chance 

‘ Some turn this sickness }et might take, 
Lv’n yet ’ But he ‘ What drug can make 
\ wither’d palsy cease to shake?’ 
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I wept, ‘ Tho’ I should die, I know 
That all about the thorn will blow 
In tufts of rosy tinted snow , 

‘ And men, thro’ novel spheres of thought 
Still moving after truth long sought, 

Will learn new things when I am not ’ 

‘Yet,’ said the secret voice, ‘some time, 
Sooner or hter, will giay prime 
Make thy grass hoar with early rime 

‘ Not less swift souls that yearn for light, 
Rapt after heaven s starry flight, 

\Vould sweep the tracts of day and night 

‘ Not less the bee wduld range her cells 
1 he furz) prickle fire the dells, 

Ihe foxglove clustei dappled Dells ’ 

I said that ‘ all the years invent , 

Each month is various to present 
The world with some development 

‘ Were this not well, to bide mine hour, 

1 ho’ watching from a ruin’d tower 
How grows the day of human power ’ 
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‘ J he highest mounted mind/ he said 
* Still sees the sacred morning spread 
The silent oummit overhead 

‘ ill thirty seasons render plain 
Those lonely lights that still remain, 

Just breaking over land and mam ? 

‘Or make that morn, from his cold ciown 
And crystal silence creeping down, 

Flood with full daylight glebe and town? 

Forerun thy i)eers, thy time, and let 
Thy feet, millenniums hence, be set 
In midst of knowledge, drean ’d not )et 

‘ Thou hast not gain’d a real height, 

Nor art thou nearei to the light, 

Because the scale is infinite 

‘ ’Twere better not to Breathe or speak, 
Ihan cry for strength, remaining weak, 

And seem to find, but still to seek 

‘Moreovci, but to seem to find 
Asks what thou lackest, thought resign’d, 

A healthy frame, a quiet mind ’ 
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I said, ‘ When I am gone away, 

“ He dared not tarry,” men will siy, 
Doing dishonour to my clay 

‘This IS more vile,' he made reply, 

‘To breathe and loathe, to live and sigh 
Than once from dread of pain to die 

‘Sick art thou — a divided will 
Still heaping on the fear of ill 
1 he fear of men, a coward still 

* Do men love thee ? Art thou so bound 
fo men, that how thy name may sound 
Will \ex thee lying underground ? 

‘ The memory of the wither’d leaf 
In endless time is scarce more brief 
1 han of the garner'd Autumn sheaf 

‘ Go, vexed Spirit, sleep in trust , 

1 he right ear, that is fill’d with du»t, 
Hears little of the false oi just ’ 

‘ Hard task, to pluck resolve,’ I cried, 

‘ From emptiness and the waste wide 
Of that abyss, or scornful pride ' 
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‘ Nay— rather yet that I could raise 
One hope that ^\ arm’d me in the days 
While still I yearn’d for human praise 

‘ When, wide in soul and bold of tongue, 
Among the tents I paused and sung, 

The distant battle flash’d and rung 

‘ I sung the joyful Pjean clear, 

And, sitting, burnish’d without fear 
The brand, the buckler, and the spear- 

‘ Waiting to strive a happy strife. 

To war ^Mth falsehood to the knife, 

And not to lose the good of life— 

‘ Some hidden principle to move. 

To put together, part and pro\e. 

And mete the bounds ol hate and lo\e- 

‘As far as might be, to carve out 
Free space for every human doubt, 

That the whole mind might orb about— 

'To search thro’ all I felt or saw. 

The springs of life, the depths of awe. 

And reach the law within the law 
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‘ At least, not rotting like a weed, 

But, having sown some generous seed, 
Fruitful of further thought and deed, 

‘ To pass, when Life her light withdraws, 
Not void of righteous self applause, 

Nor in a merely selfish cause — 

‘ In some good cause, not in mine own, 

1 0 perish, wept for, honour’d, known. 

And like a warrior overthrown , 

‘ Whose eyes are dim with glorious tears. 
When, soil’d with noble dust, he hears 
His country’s war song thrill his ears 

‘Then dying of a mortal stroke. 

What time the foeman’s line is broke. 

And all the war is roll’d in smoke ’ 

‘ Yea said the voice, ‘thy drea^ was good, 
While thou abodest in the bud 
It was the stirring of the blood 

‘ If Nature put not forth her power 
About the opening of the flower, 

Who is It that could live an hour ? 

VOL. 1 K 
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‘ 1 hen comes the check, the change, the fall, 
Pam rises up, old pleasures pall 
There is one remedy for all 

‘ Yet hadst thou, thro’ enduring pam. 

Link’d month to month with such a chain 
Of knitted purport, all were vain 

‘Thou hadst not between death and birth 
Dissolved the riddle of the earth 
So were thy labour little worth 

‘ 1 hat men with knowledge merely play’d, 

I told thee— hardly nigher made, 

'I ho’ scaling slo^^ from grade to grade , 

‘ Much less this dreamer, deaf and blind. 
Named man, may hope some truth to find, 

1 hat bears relation to the mind 

‘ For every worm beneath the moon 
Draws different threads, and late and soon 
Spins, toihng out his o\\n cocoon 

‘ Cr), faint not eithef Truth is born 
Beyond the polar gleam forlorn. 

Or in the gateways of the morn 
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‘ Cry, faint not, climb the summits slope 
Beyond the furthest flights of hope, 

H^rapt in dense cloud from base to cope 

‘ Sometimes a little comer shines, 

\s over rainy mist inclines 
A gleaming crag with belts of pines 

‘ I will go forward, sayest thou, 

I shall not fail to find her now 
Look up, the fold is on her brow 

‘ If straight thy track, or if oblique, 

1 hou know’st not Shadows thou dost strike. 
Embracing cloud, Ixion like , 

‘ And owning but a little more 
1 han beasts, abidest lame and poor, 

Calling thyself a little lower 

‘ 1 han angels Cease to wail and brawl ' 

^Vhy inch by inch to darkness crawl ? 

There is one remedy for all ’ 

‘ 0 dull, one sided voice,’ said I, 

Wilt thou make everything a he. 

To flatter me that I may die ? 
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‘ I know thit age to age succeeds, 

Blowing 1 noise of tongues and deeds, 

A dust of systems and of creeds 

‘ I cannot hide that some have striven. 
Achieving calm, to wrhom was given 
The joy that mixes man with Heaven 

‘ Who, rowing hard against the stream, 

Saw distant gates of Eden gleam, 

And did not dream it was a dream , 

‘ But heard, by secret transport led, 

Ev’n in the charnels of the dead, 

The murmur of the fountain head— 

‘AVhich did accomplish their desire, 

Bore and forbore, and did not tire, 

Like Stephen, an unquenched fire 

‘ He heeded not reviling tones. 

Nor sold his heart to idle moans, 
rho' cursed and scorn’d, and bruised with 
stones 

‘But looking upward, full of grace, 

He pray’d, and from a happy place 
God’s glory smote him on the face ’ 
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1 he sullen answer slid betwixt 

‘Not that the grounds of hope weie hx’d, 

Ihe elements viere kindlier mix’d ’ 

I said, ‘ I toil beneath the curse, 

But, knowing not the universe, 

I fear to slide from bad to worse 

‘And that, in seeking to undo 
One riddle, and to find the true, 

I knit a hundred others new 

‘ Or that this anguish fleeting hence, 
Unnnnacled from bonds of sense. 

Be fix’d and froz’n to permanence 

‘ I'or 1 go, weak from suffering here 
Naked I go, and void of cheer 
W’^hat IS It that I may not fear?’ 

‘Consider well,’ the voice replied, 

‘ His face, that two hours since hath died 
Wilt thou find passion, pain or pride ? 

‘Will he obe) when one commands? 

Or answer should one press his hands? 

He answers not, nor understands 
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‘ His pilnis ire folded on his breast 
There is no other thing express’d 
But long disquiet merged in rest 

‘ His lips irc very mild and meek 
Tho’ one should smite him on the cheek 
\nd on the mouth, he will not speak 

^ His little daughter, whose sweet face 
He kiss’d, taking his last embrace. 

Becomes dishonour to her race- 

‘ His sons grow up that bear his name, 
Some grow to honour, some to shame, — 
But he IS chill to praise or blame 

‘ He will not hear the north wind r^ve. 

Nor, moaning, household shelter crave 
From winter rams that beat his grave 

‘ High up the vapours fold and swim 
About him broods the twilight dim 
1 he place ht knew forgetteth him ’ 

‘ If all be dark, vague voice,’ I said, 

‘ These things art wrapt in doubt and dread. 
Nor canst thou show the dead are dead 
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‘ The sip dries up the plint declines 
A deeper tale my heart divines 
Know I not Death ? the outward signs ? 

‘ T found him when my years were few , 

\ shadow on the graves I knew, 

And darkness m the village yew 

‘ from grave to grave the shadow crept 
In her still place the morning wept 
1 ouch’d by his feet the daisy slept 

‘ 1 he simple senses crown’d his held 
“ Omega ’ thou art Lord,” they said, 

“ We find no motion in the dead ” 

‘ Why, if man rot in dreamless ease, 

Should thit plain fact, as taught by these, 

Not make him sure that he shall cease? 

‘ Who forged that other influence, 

That heat of inward evidence, 

By which he doubts against the sense ? 

‘ He owns the tatal gift of eyes, 

I hat read his spirit blindly wise, 

Not simple as a thing that dies 
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‘ Here sits he shaping wings to fly 
His heart forebodes a mystery 
He names the name Etermty 

‘ That type of Perfect in his mind 
In Nature can he nowhere find 
He sows himself on every wind 

‘ He seems to hear a Heavenly Friend, 
And thro’ thick veils to apprehend 
A labour working to an end 

‘The end and the beginning vex 
His reason many things perplex, 

With motions, checks, and counterchecks 

‘ He knows a baseness in his blood 
At such strange war with something good. 
He may not do the thing he would 

‘ Heaven opens inward, chasms yawn. 

Vast images m glimmering dawn. 

Half shown, are broken and withdrawn 

‘Ah I sure within him and without, 

Could his dark wisdom find it out, 

There must be answer to his doubt. 
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" But thou canst answer not again 
With thine own weapon art thou slain, 
Or thou wilt answer but in vain 

‘ The doubt would rest, I dare not solve 
In the same circle we revolve 
Assurance only breeds resolve ’ 

As when a billow, blown against, 

Falls back, the voice with which I fenced 
A little ceased, but recommenced 

‘ Where wert thou when thy father play'd 
In his free field, and pastime made, 

A merry boy in sun and shade ^ 

‘ A merry boy they call’d him then, 

He sat upon the knees of men 
In days that never come again 

‘ Before the little ducts began 
^0 feed thy bones with lime, and ran 
rheir course till thou wert also nnn 

‘ Who took a wife, who rear’d his race, 
Whose wrinkles gather’d on his face, 

Whose troubles number with his da)s 
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‘ A life of nothings, nothing \vorth, 

Prom that first nothing ere his birth 
To that last nothing under earth ’’ 

‘These words,’ I said, ‘ire like the rest, 
No certain clearness, but at best 
V vague suspicion of the breast 

‘ But if I grant, thou mightst defend 
The thesis which thy words intend 
That to begin implies to end , 

‘ Yet how should I for certain hold. 
Because my memory is so cold, 

1 hat I first was in human mould ? 

‘ I cannot make this matter plain. 

But I would shoot, howe’er m vain, 

A random arrow from the biain 

‘ It ma) be that no life is found, 

Which only to one engine bound 
lalls off, but cycles always round 

‘As old mythologies relate, 

Some draught of I ethe might await 
The slipping thro’ from state to state 
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‘ As here \ve find in trances, men 
Forget the dream that happens then, 

Until they fall in trance again 

‘ So might we, if our state were such 
As one before, remember much, 

For those two likes might meet and touch 

‘ But, if 1 lapsed from nobler place, 

Some legend of a fallen race 
\lone might hint of my disgrace , 

‘ Some vague emotion of delight 
In gazing up an Alpine height, 

Some yearning toward the lamps of night , 

‘ Or if thro' lower lives I came— 

Tho’ all experience past became 
Consolidate in mind and frame — 

‘ I might forget my weaker lot , 

For IS not our first year forgot ? 

The haunts of memoiy echo not 

‘ And men, whose reason long was blind, 

From cells of madness unconfined. 

Oft lose whole >ears of darker mind 
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‘ Much more, if first 1 floated free, 

As naked essence, must I be 
Incompetent of memory 

‘ For memory dealing but with tune, 

And he with matter, could she climb 
Beyond her own material prime ^ 

‘ Moreover, something is or seems, 

That touches me with mystic gleams. 
Like glimpses of forgotten dreams— 

‘ Of something felt, like something heie , 
Of something done, I know not where , 
Such as no language may declare ’ 

The still voice laugh’d ‘ T talk,’ said he, 
‘ Not with thy dreams Suffice it thee 
1 hy pain is a reality ’ 

‘ But thou,’ said I, ‘ hast missed thy mark, 
Who sought’st to wreik my mortal ark, 

By making all the hoii/on diik 

‘ Why not set forth, if I should do 
1 his rashn^s, that which might ensue 
VV’ith this old soul III organs new ? 
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‘ Whatever crazy sorrow saith, 

No life that breathes vvith human breath 
Has ever truly long’d for death 

‘ Tis life, whereof our nerves are scant, 
Oh life, not death, for which we pant, 
More life, and fullei, that I want ’ 

I ceased, and sat as one forlorn 
I hen said the voice, in quiet scorn, 

‘ Behold, it IS the Sabbath morn ’ 

And I arose, and I released 

The casement, and the light increased 

With freshness in the dawning east 

Like soften’d airs that blowing steal, 

When meres begin to uncongeal. 

The sweet church bells began to peal 

On to God’s house the people prest 
Passing the place where each must rest, 
Each enter’d like a welcome guest 

One walk’d between his wife and child, 
With measured footfall firm and mild. 

And now and then he gravely smiled 
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1 he prudent partner of his blood 
I ean’d on him, faithful, gentle, good, 
earing the lose of womanhood 

And in their double love secure, 

1 he little maiden walk’d demure, 
Pacing with downward eyelids pure 

These three made unity so sweet, 

My frozen heart began to beat. 
Remembering its ancient heat 

I blest them, and they wander’d on 
I spoke, but answer came there none 
The dull and bitter voice was gone 

A second voice was at mine ear, 

A little whisper silver clear, 

A murmur, ‘ Be of better cheer ’ 

As from some blissful neighbourhood, 
A notice faintly understood, 

‘ I see the end, and know the good ’ 

A. little hint to solace woe, 

A hint, a whisper breathing low, 

‘ I may not speak of what I know 
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Like an A olian harp that \\akes 
No certain air, but overtakes 
Fir thought with music that it makes 

Such seem’d the whisper at my side 
What IS it thou knowest, sweet voice ? T c 
‘A hidden hope,’ the voice replied 

So heavenly toned, that in that hour 
From out my sullen heart a power 
Broke, like the rainbow from the showei 

To feel, altho’ no tongue can prove, 

I hat every cloud, that spreads above 
And veileth love, itself is love 

And forth into the fields I went. 

And Nature’s living motion lent 
I he pulse of hope to discontent 

I wonder d at the bounteous hours, 

The slow result of winter showers 
You scarce could see the grass for flowers. 

I wonder’d, while I paced along 

The woods were fill’d so full with song. 

There seem’d no room for sense of wrong , 
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\n(i all so variously wrought, 

I marvell’d how the mind was brought 
To anchor by ont gloomy thought , 

And wherefore rather I made choice 
To commune with that barren voice, 
Than him that said, ‘ Rejoice ' Rejoice 



THE MILLER’S DAUGHTER 

I SEE the ^^ealthy miller yet, 

His double chin, his portly size, 

And who tint knew him could forget 
I he busy wrinkles round his eyes ? 

Ihe slow wise smile that, round about 
His dusty forehead drily curl’d, 

Seem’d half within and half without. 

And full of dealings with the world ? 

In yonder chair I see him sit, 

I hree fingers round the old silver cup- 
I see his gray eyes twinkle yet 
At his own jest— gray eyes lit up 
With summer lightnings of a soul 
So full of summei warmth, so glad. 

So healthy, sound, and clear and whole, 
His memory scarce can make me sad 


voi I 
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Yet fill my t^lass give me one kiss 
My o\^n s\\eet Alite, we must die 
] here s somewhat m this world amiss 
Shall be unriddled by and by 
I here’s somewhat flows to us in life, 
But more is taken quite away 
Pray, Alice, praj, my darling wife, 

J hat we may die the self same day 


Have I not found a happy earth? 

I least should breathe a thought of pain 
Would God renew me from my biith 
I’d almost live my life again 
So sweet it seems with thee to walk, 

And once again to woo thee mine- - 
It seems in after dinner talk 

Across the walnuts and the wine- 


To be the long and listless boy 
Late left an orphan of the squiie, 
Where this old mansion mounted high 
Looks down upon the village spire 
For even here, where I and you 
Have lived and loved alone so long, 
Fach morn my sleep was broken thro’ 
By some wild skylark’s matin song 



THE MILLER'S DAUGHTER 


\nd oft I heard the tender dove 
In firry woodlands making moan , 

But ort I saw jour ejes, my lovt, 

I had no motion of my own 
For scarce my life with fancy play’d 
Before I dream ’d that pleasant dream— 
Still hithei thither idly sway’d 

I ike those long mosses in the stream 


Or from the bridge I lean’d to hear 
I he milldam rushing down with noise, 
And see the minnows everywhere 
In crystal eddies glance and poise, 

'Ihe tall flag, flowers when they sprung 
Below tile range of stepping stones, 

Or those three chestnuts near, that hung 
In masses thick with milky cones 


But, Alice what an hour was that, 

\\ hen aftei roving in the woods 
(’Jwas April then), I came and sat 
Below the chestnuts, when their buds 
U’ert glistening to the breezy blue , 

And on the slope, an absent fool, 

I cast me down, nor thought of you. 

But angled in the higher pool 
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A love song I had somewhere read, 

An echo from a measured strain, 

Beat time to nothing in my head 
hrom some odd <orner of the brain 
It haunted me, the morning long, 

With weary sameness in the rhymes, 
The phantom of a silent song. 

That went and came a thousand times 


Then leapt a trout In lazy mood 
I watch’d the little circles die , 

They past into the level flood. 

And there a vision caught my C)C , 
The reflev of a beauteous form, 

A glowing arm, a gleanung neck. 

As when a sunbeam wavers warm 
Within the dark and dimpled beck 

I or you lemember, >ou had set, 

1 hat morning, on the casement edge 
A long green bo\ of mignonette, 

And ) 0 U were leaning from the ledge 
A.nd when I raised m) e)es, above 

Ihey met with two so full and bright— 
Such eyes > I swear to you, mj love, 

I hat these have never lost their light 
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I lovtd, ind love dispell’d the fear 
1 hat I should die an early death 
For love possess’d the atmosphere, 

And fill’d the breast with purer breath 
My mother thought, W hat ails the boy ? 

For I was alter’d, and began 
1 0 move about the house with joy, 

And with the certain step of man 


I loved the brimming wave that swam 
1 hro’ quiet meadows round the mill, 

1 he sleepy pool above the dam, 

The pool beneath it never still, 

The meal sacks on the whiten’d floor, 

I he dark round of the dripping wheel, 
1 he very air about the door 

Made misty with the floating meal 

\nd oft in 1 amblings on the wold, 

When April nights began to blow, 

And April’s crescent glimmer’d cold, 

I saw the village lights below , 

I knew your taper far away. 

And full at heart of trembling hope. 
From off the wold I came, and laj 
Upon the freshly flower’d slope 
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1 he dctp brook groan’d beneath the mill , 
Arid ‘ by that lamp,’ I thought, ‘she sits ' 
1 he white chalk quarry from the hill 
Gleam’d to the flying moon by fits 
‘0 that I were btside her now ’ 

0 will she answer if I call ? 

0 would sht give me vow for vow. 

Sweet Alice, if I told her all ?’ 


Somttmies I saw you sit and spin , 

And, m the pauses of the wind, 
Sometimes I heard you sing within , 

Sometimes your shadow cross’d the blind 
At last you rose and moved the light. 

And the long shadow of the chair 
Flitted across into the night, 

And all the casement darken d there 


But when at last I dared to speak, 

The lanes, you know, were white with ma} 
Your ripe lips moved not, but your cheek 
Flush’d like the coming of the day , 

And so It waS“half sly, half shy. 

You would, and would not, little one ' 
Although I pleaded tenderly. 

And you and I were all alone 
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^nd slowly was my mother brought 
^0 yield consent to my desire 
Siie wish’d me happy, but she thought 
I might hive look’d a little higher , 
And I was young — too young to wed 
‘ Yet must I love her for your sake , 
Go fetch your Alice here,’ she said 
Her eyelid quiver’d as she spake 


And down I went to fetch my bride 
But, Alice, you were ill at ease , 

This dress ind that by turns you tried, 
Too fearful that you should not please 
I loved you better for your fears, 

I knew you could not look but well , 
And dews, that would have fill’n in tears, 
I kiss’d away before they fell 

I watch’d the little flutterings, 

The doubt my mother would not see , 
She spoke at large of many things. 

And at the last she sjwke of me , 

And turning look’d upon your face. 

As near this door you sat apart^ 

And rose, and, with a silent grace 

Approaching, press’d you heart to heart 



^ I HE MILLER'S DAUGHTER 

Ah, well — but sing the foolish song 
I gave you, Alice, on the day 
When, arm in arm, we went along, 

A pensive pair, and you were gay 
With bridal flowers — that I may seem, 
As in the nights of old, to lie 
Beside the mill wheel in the stream. 
While those full chestnuts whisper by 


It IS the miller’s daughter, 

And she is grown so dear, so dear, 
That I would be the jewel 
That trembles in her ear 
hor hid m ringlets day and night, 

I’d touch her neck so warm and white 


And I would be the girdle 
About her dainty dainty waist, 

And her heart would beat against me. 
In sorrow and in rest 
And I should know if it beat right, 

I’d clasp it round so close and tight 


And I would be the necklace, 

And all day long to fall and rise 
Upon her balmy bosom, 

With her laughter or her sighs, 
And I would lie so light, so light, 

I scarce should be unclasp’d at night 
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A trifle, sweet ’ which true love spells- 
True love interprets — right alone 
His light upon the letter dwells, 

For all the spirit is his own 
So, if I waste words now, in truth 

You must blame I ove His early rage 
Had force to make me rhyme m youth, 

'Vnd makes me talk too much in age 


And now those vivid hours are gone, 

1 ike mine own life to me thou art. 
Where Past and Present, wound in one, 
Do make a garland for the heart 
So sing that other song I made, 

Half anger’d with my happy lot. 

The day, when in the chestnut shade 
I found the blue Forget me not 


Love that hath us m the net, 
Can he pass, and wc forget ? 
Many suns aiise and set 
Many a chance the years !)egtt 
Love the gift IS I ovt the debt 
Even so 

Love IS hflrt with jar and fret 
Love IS made a vague regret 
Eyes «ith idle tears are wet 
Idle habit links us yet 
What is love ? for we forget 
Ah, no ' no ' 
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Look thro’ mine eyes with thine True wife, 
Round my true heart thine arms entwine 
My other deirer life in life, 

1 ook thro’ my very soul with thine ' 
Untouch’d with any shade of years. 

May those kind ejes for ever dwell ' 

I hey have not shed a many tears, 

Dear eyes, since first I knew them well 


Yet tears they shed they had their part 
Of sorrow for when time was ripe. 
The still affection of the heart 
Became an outward breathing type. 
That into stillness past again, 

And left a want unknown before , 
Although the loss had brought us pain. 
That loss but made us love the more. 


With farther lookings on * The kiss, 

I he woven arms, seem but to be 
Weak symbols of the settled bliss, 

The comfort, I have found in thee 
But that God bless thee, dear— who wrought 
Two spirits to one equal mind— 

With blessings be)ond hope or thought, 

With blessings which no words can find 



THE MILLER'S DAUGIlfER 

Arise, and let us wander forth, 

To yon old mill across the wolds , 
For look, the sunset, south ind north, 
Winds all the vale in rosy folds, 
A.nd fires your narrow casement glass. 
Touching the sullen pool below 
On the chalk hill the bearded grass 
Is dry and dewless Let us go 



I-ATIMA 

0 Love, I ove, Love ' O withering might ' 

0 sun, that from thy noonday height 
Shudderest when I strain my sight, 
Throbbing thro^ all thy heat and light, 

Lo, falling from my constant mind, 

Lo, parch’d and wither’d, deaf and blind, 
I \\hirl like leaves in roaring wind 

Last night I wasted hateful hours 
Below the city’s eastern towers 

1 thirsted for the brooks, the showers 
I roll’d among the tender flowers 

I crush’d them on my breast, my mouth , 
I look’d athwart the burning drouth 
Of that long desert to the south 

Last night, when some one spoke his name. 
From my swift blood that went and came 
A thousand little shafts of flame 
Were shiver’d in my narrow frame 
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0 Lovfc, 0 fire ' once he drew 
With one long kiss my whole soul thro 
Mv lips, as sunlight drmketh dew 

Before he mounts the hill, I know 
He cometh quickly from below 
Sweet gales, as from deep gardens, blow 
Before him, striking on my brow 
In my dry brain my spirit soon, 

Down deepening from swoon to swoon, 
faints like a dazzled morning moon 

The wind sounds like 1 silver wire, 

And from beyond the noon a fire 
Is pour’d upon the hills, and nigher 
The skies stoop do« n in their desire , 

And, isled in sudden seas of light, 

My heart, pierced thro' with fierce delight, 
Bursts into blossom in his sight 

My ^^hole soul waiting silently, 

All naked in a sultry sky, 

Droops blinded with his shining eye 
1 possess him or will die 

I will grow round him in his place. 

Grow, live, die looking on his face. 

Die, dying clasp’d m his embrace 



(ENONF 

There lies a vale in Ida, lovelier 
Than all the valleys of Ionian hills 
The swimming vapour slopes athi^art the glen, 
Puts forth an arm, and creeps from pine to pine, 
And loiters, slowly dra\\n On cither hand 
The lawns and meadow ledges midway down 
Hang rich in flowers, and far below them roars 
1 he Jlong brook falling thro’ the clov’n ravine 
In cataract after cataract to the sea 
Behind the valley topmost Gargarus 
Stands up and takes the morning but in fiont 
The gorges, opening wide apart, reveal 
Troas and Ilion’s column’d citadel, 

The crowm of Proa* 

Hither came at noon 
Mournful (Enone, wandering forlorn 
Of Pans, once her playmate on the hills 
Her cheek had Ibst the rose, and round her necl< 
Floated her hair or seem’d to jloat in rest 
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She, leaning on a fragment twined \Mth vine, 

Sang to the stillness, till the mountain shade 
Sloped downward to her seat from the upper cliff 

‘0 mother Ida, many fountain’d Ida, 

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
For now the noonday quiet holds the hill 
I he grasshopper is silent in the grass 
The li/ard, with his shadow on the stone, 

Rests like a shadow, and the winds are dead 
I he purple flower droops the golden bee 
Is lily cradled I alone awake 
My eyes are full of tears, mj heart of love, 

My heart is breaking, and my eyes are dim, 

\nd I am all aweary of my life 

‘ 0 mother Ida, many fountain’d Ida, 

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Hear me, 0 Farth, hear me, 0 Hills, 0 Caves 
That house thecold crown’dsnake ' Omountain brooks, 
I am the daughter of a River God, 

Hear me, for I will speak, and build up all 
My sorrow with my song, as yonder walls 
Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed, 

\ cloud that gather’d shape for it may be 
1 hat, while I speak of it, a little while 
My heart may w ander from its deeper woe 
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‘ 0 mother Idi, many fountam’d Idi, 

Dear mother Ida, harken ert I die 
I waited underneath the dawning hills, 

Aloft the mountain lawn wafj dewy datk, 

And dewy dark alolt the mountain pine 
Beautiful Pans, evil hearted Pans, 

I eading a jet black goat white horn’d, white hooved, 
Came up from reedy Simois all alone 

‘ 0 mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Far off the torrent call’d me from the cleft 
har up the solitary morning smote 
The streaks of virgin snow With down dropt eyes 
I sat alone white breasted like a star 
Fronting the daw n he moved , a leopard skin 
Drooji’d from his shouldei, but his sunny hair 
Cluster’d about his temples like a God’s 
\nd his cheek brighten’d as the foam bow brightens 
When the wind blows the foam, and all my heart 
W’ent forth to embrace him coming ere he came 

‘ Dear mother Ido, harken ere I die 
He smiled, and opening out his milk white palm 
Disclosed a fruit of pure Hesperian gold, 

1 hat smelt ambrosially, and while I look’d 
And listen’d, the full flowing river of speech 
Came down ujion m) heart 
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‘ “ My own (Enont, 

Beautiful brow’d CEnone, my own soul, 

Behold this fruit, whose gleaming rind ingrav’n 
‘ For the most fair,’ would seem to award it thine, 
As lovelier than whatever Oread haunt 
1 he knolls of Ida, loveliest in all giace 
Of movement, and the charm of married brows ” 


‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
He prest the blossom of bis lips to mine, 

And added “This was cast upon the board, 
When all the full faced presence of the Gods 
Ranged in the halls of Peleus , whereupon 
Rose feud, with question unto whom ’twere due 
But light foot Ins brought it yester eve, 
Delivering, that to me, by common voice 
Elected umpire, Her^ comes to day, 

Pallas and Aphrodite, claiming each 
This meed of fairest Thou, within the cave 
Behind yon whispering tuft of oldest pine, 

Mayst well behold them unbeheld, unheard 
Hear all, and see thy Pans judge of Gods." 

‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
It was the deep midnoon one silvery cloud 
Had lost his way between the piney sides 
v6l I M 
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Of this long glen 1 hen to the bower they came, 
Naked they came to that smooth swarded bower, 
And at their feet the crocus brake like fire, 

Violet, amaracus, and asphodel, 

Lotos and lilies and a wind arose, 

And overhead the wandering ivy and vine, 

This way and that, in many a wild festoon 
Ran not, gai landing the gnarled boughs 
With bunch and berry and flower thro’ and thro’ 

‘ 0 mother Ida, harken ere I die 
On the tree tops a crested peacock lit, 

And o’er him flow’d a golden cloud, and lean’d 
Upon him, slowly dropping fragrant dew 
Then first I heard the voice of her, to whom 
Coming thro’ Heaven, like a light that grows 
Larger and clearer, with one mind the Gods 
Rise up for reverence She to Pans made 
Proffer of royal power, ample rule 
Unquestion’d, overflowing revenue 
Wherewith to embellish state, “from many a vale 
And nver-sunder’d champaign clothed with corn, 

Or labour’d mine undrainable of ore 
Honour,” she said, “ and homage, tax and toll. 
From many an inland town and haven large. 

Mast throng’d beneath her shadowing citadel 
In glassy bays among her tallest towers ” 



(ENONE 


163 

‘ 0 mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Still she spake on and still she spake of power, 

“ Which in all action is the end of all , 

Power fitted to the season , wisdom-bred 
And throned of wisdom— from all neighbour 
crowns 

Alliance and allegiance, till thy hand 
kail from the sceptre staff Such boon from me, 
From me, Heaven's Queen, Pans, to thee king 
born, 

A shepherd all thy life but yet king born, 

Should come most welcome, seeing men, in power 
Only, are likest gods, who have attain’d 
Rest in a happy place and quiet seats 
Above the thunder, with undying bliss 
In knowledge of their own supremacy ” 

‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
She ceased, and Pans held the costly fruit 
Out at arm’s length, so much the thought of power 
Flatter’d his spirit , but Pallas where she stood 
Somewhat apart, her clear and bared limbs 
O’erthwarted with the brazen headed spear 
Upon her pearly shoulder leaning cold. 

The while, above, her full and earnest eye 
Over her snow cold breast and angry cheek 
Kept watch, waiting deasion, made reply 
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‘ “Self reverence, self knowledge, self control, 
These three alone lead life to sovereign pow^r 
Yet not for power (power of herself 
Would come uncalTd for) but to live by law, 
Acting the law we live by without fear , 

And, because right is right, to follow right 
Were wisdom in the scorn of consequence ” 

‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Again she said “ I woo thee not with gifts 
Sequel of guerdon could ;iot alter me 
To fairer Judge thou me by what I am. 

So shalt thou find me fairest 

Yet, indeed, 

If gazing on divinity disrobed 
Thy mortal eyes are frail to judge of fair, 
Unbias’d by self-profit, oh > rest thee sure 
That I shall love thee well and cleave to thee, 

So that my vigour, wedded to thy blood, 

Shall strike within thy pulses, hke a God’s, 

To push thee forward thro’ a life of shocks, 
Dangers, and deeds, until endurance grow 
Sinew’d with action, and the full grown will, 
Circled thro’ all experiences, pure law, 
Commeasure perfect freedom ” 

‘ Here she ceas’d, 

And Pans ponder’d, and I cned, “ 0 Pans, 
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Give It to Pallas • ” but he heard me not, 

Or hearing would not hear me, woe is me ' 

‘ 0 mother Ida, many fountSin’d Ida, 

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Idalian Aphrodite beautiful, 

Fresh as the foam, new bathed in Paphian wells, 
With rosy slender fingers backward drew 
From her warm brows and bosom her deep hair 
Ambrosial, golden round her lucid throat 
And shoulder from the violets her light foot 
Shone rosy white, and o’er her rounded form 
Between the shadows of the vine bunches 
Floated the glowing sunlights, as she moved 

‘ Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
She with a subtle smile in her mild eyes, 

The herald of her triumph, drawing nigh 
Half whisper’d in his ear, “ I promise thee 
The fairest and most loving wife in Greece,” 

She spoke and laugh’d I shut my sight for fear 
But when I look’d, Pans had raised his arm. 

And I beheld great Herd’s angry eyes. 

As she withdrew into the golden cloud, 

And I was left alone within the bower , 

And from that time to this I am alone, 

And I shall be alone until I die 



i66 


(ENONE 


‘ Yet, mother Ida, harken ere I die 
Fairest — why fairest wife ? am I not fair ? 

My love hath told me so a thousand times 
Methmks I must be fair, for yesterday, 

When I past by, a wild and wanton pard, 

Eyed like the evening star, with playful tail 
Crouch’d fawning in the weed Most loving is 
she? 

Ah me, my mountain shepherd, that m) arms 
Were wound about thee, and my hot lips prest 
Close, close to thine in that quick falling dew 
Of fruitful kisses, thick as Autumn rams 
Flash in the pools of whirling Simois 

‘ 0 mother, hear me yet before I die 
They came, they cut away my tallest pines, 

My tall dark pines, that plumed the craggy ledge 
High over the blue gorge, and all between 
The snowy peak and snow white cataract 
Foster’d the callow eaglet— from beneath 
Whose thick mysterious boughs in the dark morn 
The panther’s roar came muffled, while I sat 
1 ow in the valley Never, nevei more 
Shall lone Qtnone see the morning mist 
Sweep thro’ them , never see them overlaid 
With narrow moon lit slips of silver cloud, 

Between the loud stream and the trembling stars 
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‘0 mother, hear me yet before I die 
I wish that somewhere in the ruin’d folds, 
Among the fragments tumbled frofn the glens, 
Or the dry thickets, I could meet with her 
The Abominable, that uninvited came 
Into the fair Peleian banquet hall, 

And cast the golden fruit upon the board, 

And bred this change, that I might speak 
mind, 

\nd tell her to her face how much I hate 
Her presence, hated both of Gods and men 

^ 0 mother, hear me yet before I die 
Hath he not sworn his love a thousand times. 

In this green valley, under this green hill, 

Ev’n on this hand, and sitting on this stone ? 
Stal’d it with kisses ? water’d it with tears ^ 

0 happy tears, and how unlike to these ' 

0 happy Heaven, how canst thou see my face ^ 
0 happy earth, how canst thou bear my weight ? 

0 death, death, death, thou ever floating cloud, 
There are enough unhappy on this earth. 

Pass by the happy souls, that love to live 

1 pray thee, pass before my light of life. 

And shadow all my soul, that I may die 
Thou weighest heavy on the heart within. 

Weigh heavy on my eyelids let me die 
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‘ 0 mother, hear me yet before I die 
I will not die alone, for fiery thoughts 
Do shape themselves within me, more and more, 
Whereof I catch the issue, as I hear 
Dead sounds at night come from the inmost hills, 
Like footsteps upon wool I dimly see 
My far off doubtful purpose, as a mother 
Conjectures of the features of her child 
Ere It IS born her child ' — a shudder comes 
Across me never child be born of me, 

Unblest, to vex me with his father’s eyes ' 

‘ 0 mother, hear me yet before I die 
Hear me, 0 earth I will not die alone. 

Lest their shrill happy laughter come to me 
Walking the cold and starless road of Death 
Uncomforted, leaving my ancient love 
With the Greek woman I will rise and go 
Down into Troy, and ere the stars conic forth 
Falk with the wild Cassandra, for she says 
A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Rings ever in her e^rs of armed men 
What this may be I know not, but I know 
That, wheresoe’er I am by night and day, 

All earth and an seem only burning fire ’ 



THE SISTERS 


We were two daughters of one race 
She was the fairest in the face 

The wind is blowing in turret and tree 
They were together, and she fell , 

1 herefore revenge became me well 
0 the Earl was fair to see ’ 

She died she went to burning flame 
She mix’d her ancient blood with shame 
The wind is howling in turret and tree 
Whole weeks and months, and early and late, 
To win his love I lay in wait 
0 the Earl was fan to see ’ 

I made a feast , I bad him come , 

I won his love, I brought him home 
The wind is roaring in tuiret and tree 
And after supper, on a bed, 

Upon my lap he laid his head 
0 the Earl was fair to see ’ 
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I Jciss’d his eyelids into rest 
His ruddy cheek upon my breast 
The wind is raging in turret and tree 
I hated him with the hate of hell, 

But I loved his beauty passing well 
0 the Earl was fair to sec ' 

I rose up m the silent night 
I made my dagger sharp and bright 
The wind is raving in turret and tree 
As half asleep his breath he drew, 

Three times I stabb’d him thro’ and thro’ 
0 the Earl was fair to see > 

I curl’d and comb’d his comely head, 

He look’d so grand when he was dead 
The wind is blowing in turret and tree 
I wrapt his body in the sheet, 

And laid him at his mother’s feet 
O the Earl was fair to see • 



WITH THE FOLLOWING POEM 


I SEND you here a sort of allegory, 

(For you will understand it) of a soul, 

A sinful soul possess’d of many gifts, 

A spacious garden full of flowering weeds, 

A glorious De\il, large in heart and brain. 

That did love Beauty only, (Beauty seen 
In all varieties of mould and mind) 

And Knowledge for its beauty , or if Good, 

Good only for its beauty, seeing not 

That Beauty, Good, and Knowledge, are three sisters 

That doat upon each other, friends to man, 

Living together under the same roof. 

And never can be sunder’d without tears 
And h«. that shuts I ove out, in turn shall be 
Shut out from I ove, and on her threshold he 
Howling in outer darkness Not for this 
Was common clay ta’en from the common earth 
Moulded by God, and temper’d with the tears 
Of angels to the perfect shape of man 
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I BUILT my soul a lordly pleasure house, 

Wherein at east for aye to dwell 
I said, ‘ 0 Soul, make merry and carouse, 

Dear soul, for all is well ’ 

A huge crag platform, smooth as burnish’d brass 
I chose The ranged ramparts bright 
hrom level meadow bases of deep grass 
Suddenly scaled the light 

1 hereon I built it firm Of ledge or shelf 
The rock rose clear, or winding stair 
My soul would live alone unto herself 
In her high palace there 

And ‘ while the world runs round and round,’ I said, 
‘ Reign thou apart, a quiet king. 

Still as, while Saturn whirls, his stedfast shade 
Sleeps on his luminous ring ’ 
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To which my soul made answer readil) 
‘Trust me, in bliss I shall abide 
In this great mansion, that is built for me. 
So royal rich and wide ’ 

* t % 


# f 

Four courts I made, East, West and South and North, 
In each a squared lawn, wherefrom 
The golden gorge of dragons spouted forth 
A flood of fountain foam 


And round the cool green courts there ran a row 
Of cloisters, branch’d like mighty woods. 
Echoing all night to that sonorous flow 
Of spouted fountain floods 

And round the roofs a gilded gallery 
That lent broad verge to distant lands, 

Far as the wild swan wings, to where the sky 
Dipt down to sea and sands 

From those four jets four currents in one swell 
Across the mountain stream'd below 
In misty folds, that floating as they fell 
Lit up a torrent bow 
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And high on every peak a statue seem’d 
To hang on tiptoe, tossing up 
A cloud of incense of all odour steam’d 
From out a golden cup 


So that she thought, ‘And who shall gaze upon 
My palace with unblinded eyes. 

While this great bow will waver m the sun 
And that sweet incense rise ?’ 

For that sweet incense rose and never fail’d, 
And, while day sank or mounted higher, 

The light aerial gallery, golden rail’d, 

Burnt like a fringe of lire 

Likewise the deep set windows, stain’d and traced 
Would seem slow flaming crimson fires 
From shadow’d grots of arches interlaced, 

And tipt with frost like spires 

♦ # # * 

# ♦ ♦ * 

Full of long sounding corridors it was, 

That over vaulted grateful gloom, 

Thro’ which the livelong day my soul did pass, 
Wejl pleased, from room to room 
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Full of great rooms and small the palace stood, 
All various, each a perfect whole 
From living Nature, fit for every mood 
And change of my still soul 


For some were hung with arras green and blue, 
Showing a gaudy summer morn, 

Where with puff'd cheek the belted hunter blew 
His wreathed bugle horn 


One seem'd all dark and red— a tract of sand, 
And some one pacing there alone, 

Who paced for ever in a glimmering land. 

Lit with a low large moon 


One show’d an iron coast and angry waves 
You seem'd to hear them climb and fall 
And roar rock-thwarted under bellowing caves 
Beneath the windy wall 


And one» a full fed river winding slow 
By herds upon an endless plain, 

The ragged nms of thunder broodii;ig low. 
With shadow-streaks of ram 
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And one, the reapers at their sultry toil 
In front they bound the sheaves Behind 
Were realms of upland, prodigal m oil, 

And hoary to the wind 


And one a foreground black with stones and slags, 
Beyond, a line of heights, and higher 
All barr’d with long white cloud the scornful crags, 
And highest, snow and fire 

And one, an English home— gray twilight pour’d 
On dewy pastures, dewy trees. 

Softer than sleep— all things in order stored, 

A haunt of ancient Peace 


Nor these alone, but every landscape fair, 

As fit for every mood of mind. 

Or gay, or grave, or sweet, or stern, was there 
Not less than truth design’d 

* ‘ *• 

Or the maid mother by a crucifix, 

In tracts of pasture sunny wirm, 

Beneath branch work of costly sardonyx 
Sat smiling, babe in arm 
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Or m a clear wall'd city on the sea, 

Near gilded organ pipes, her hair 
Wound with white roses, slept St Cecily , 
An angel look’d at her 


Or thronging all one porch of Paradise 
A group of Houris bow’d to see 
The dying Islamite, with hands and eyes 
That said. We wait for thee 


Or m)thic Uther’s deeply wounded son 
In some fair space of sloping greens 
Lay, dozing in the vale of Avalon, 

And watch’d by weeping queens 


Or hollowing one hand against his ear. 

To list a footTall, ere he saw 
The wood nymph, stay’d the Ausonian king 
to hear 

Of wisdom and of law 


Or over hills with peaky tops engrail’d. 
And many a tract of palm and rice, 

1 he throne of Indian Cama slowly sailed 
A summer fann’d with spice 


VOL I 
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Or sweet Europa’s mantle blew unclasp’d, 

From off her shoulder backward borne 
From one hand droop’d a crocus one hand grasp’d 
The mild bull’s golden horn 

Or else flush’d Ganymede, his rosy thigh 
Half buried in the Eagle’s down, 

Sole as a flying star shot thro’ the sky 
Above the pillar’d town 


Nor these alone but every legend fair 
Which the supreme Caucasian mind 
Carved out of Nature for itself, was there, 

Not less than lift, design’d 

* # # # 

Then in the towers I placed great bells that swung. 
Moved of themselves, with silver sound , 

And with choice paintings of wise men I hung 
The royal dais round 

For there was Milton like a seraph strong, 

Beside him Shakespeare bland and mild , 

And thefe the world worn Dante grasp’d his song. 
And somewhat grimly smiled 
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And there the Ionian father of the rest , 

A million wrinkles carved his skin , 

A hundred winters snow’d upon his breast, 
, brom cheek and throat and chin 


Above, the fair hall-ceiling statel) set 
Many an arch high up did lift, 

And angels rising and descending met 
With interchange of gift 


Below was all mosaic choicely plann’d 
With cycles of the human tale 
Of this wide world, the times of every land 
bo wrought, they will not fail 


The people here, a beast of burden slow, 
loll’d onward, prick’d with goads and stings, 
ffere play’d, a tiger, rolling to and fro 
1 he heads and crowns of kings , 


Here rose, an athlete, strong to break or bind 
All force in bonds that might endure. 

And here once more like some sick man*<3eclined 
And trusted any cure 
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But over these she trod and those great bells 
Began to chime She took her throne 
She sat betwixt the shining Oriels, 

1 0 sing her songs alone 


And thro’ the topmost Onels’ coloured flame 
Two godlike faces gazed below , 

Plato the wise, and large brow’d \erulam, 
The first of those who know 


And all those names, that in their motion were 
Full welling fountain heads of change, 
Betwixt the slender shafts were blazon’d fan 
In diverse raiment strange 


Thro’ which the lights, rose, amber, emerald, blue, 
Flush’d in her temples and her eyes. 

And from her lips, as morn from Memnon, drew 
Rivers of melodies 


No nightingale delighteth to prolong 
Her low preamble all alone. 

More than ray soul to hear her echo’d song 
Throb thro’ the ribbed stone ^ 
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Singing and murmuring in her feastful mirth, 
Joying to feel herself alive, 

Lord over Nature, I^rd of the visible earth, 
Lord of the senses five , 


Communing with herself ‘ All these are mine, 
And let the world have peace or wars, 

’1 IS one to me ’ She— when young night divine 
Crown’d dying day with stars. 


Making sweet close of his delicious toils— 
Lit light in wreaths and anadems, 

And pure quintessences of precious oils 
In hollow’d moons of gems. 


1 0 mimic heaven , and clapt her hands and cried, 
‘ I marvel if my still delight 
In this great house so royal rich, and wide, 

Be flatter’d to the height 


0 all things fair to sate my vanous eyes ' 
0 shapes and hues that please me well t 
0 silent faces of the Great and Wise, 

My Gods, with whom I dwell ’ 
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‘ 0 God like isolation which art mine, 

I can but count thee perfect gam, 

What time I watch the darkening droves of swine 
That range on yonder plain 


‘ In filthy sloughs they roll a prurient skin, 
They graze and willow, breed and sleep , 
And oft some brainless devil enters in, 

And drives them to the deep ’ 

Then of the moral instinct would she prate 
And of the rising from the dead, 

As hers by right of full accomplish’d Fate , 
And at the last she said 


‘ I take possession of man’s mind and deed 
I care not what the sects may brawl 
I sit as God holding no form of creed, 

But contemplating all ’ 

% * % % 

Full oft the riddle of the painful earth 
Flash’d thro’ her as she sat alone. 

Yet not the less held she her solemn mirth, 
'\nd intellectual throne 
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And so she throve and prosper’d so three years 
She prosper’d on the fourth she fell, 

Like Herod, when the shout was m his ears, 
Struck thro’ with pangs of hell 


I est she should fail and perish utterly, 
God, before whom ever lie bare 
The abysmal deeps of Personality, 
Plagued her with sore despair 


When she would think, where’er she turn’d her sight 
1 he airy hand confusion wrought, 

Wrote, ‘ Mene, mene,’ and divided quite 
The kingdom of her thought 


Deep dread and loathing of her solitude 
Fell on her, from which mood ^\as born 
Scorn of herself, again, from out that mood 
Laughter at her self scorn 


‘ What • is not this my place of strength,’ she said, 
‘ My spacious mansion built for me, 

Whereof the strong foundation stones were laid 
Since my first memory?’ 
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But in dark corners of her palace stood 
Uncertain shapes , and unawares 
On white-eyed phantasms weeping tears of blood, 
And horrible nightmares, 


And hollow shades enclosing hearts of flame, 
And, with dim fretted foreheads all. 

On corpses three months old at noon she came, 
That stood against the wall 


A spot of dull stagnation, without light 
Or power of movement, seem’d my soul, 
’Mid onward sloping motions infinitt 
Making for one sure goal 


A still salt pool, lock’d in with bars of sand. 

Left on the shore , that hears all night 
The plunging seas draw backward from the land 
Their moon led waters white 


A star that with the choral starry dance 
Join’d not, but stood, and standing saw 
The hollow orb of moving Circumstance 
Roll’d round by one fix’d law 
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Back on herself her serpent pride had curl’d 
‘ No voice,’ she shriek’d in that lone hall, 

‘ No voice breaks thro’ the stillness of this world 
One deep, deep silence all ’’ 


She, mouldering with the dull earth’s mouldering 
sod, 

Inwrapt tenfold in slothful shame. 

Lay there exiled from eternal God, 

Lost to her plac^ and name , 

And death and life she hated equally. 

And nothing saw, for her despair. 

But dreadful time, dreadful eternity. 

No comfort anywhere , 


Remaining utterly confused with fears, 
And ever worse with growing time. 
And ever unrelieved by dismal tears. 
And all alone in crime 


Shut up as in a crumbling tomb, girt round 
With blackness as a solid wall, 

Par off she seem’d to hear the dully sound 
Of human footsteps fall 
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As m strange lands a traveller walking slow, 

In doubt and great perplexity^ 

A little before moon rise hears the low 
Moan of an unknown sea , 

And knows not if it be thunder, or a sound 
Of rocks thrown down, or one deep cry 
Of great wild beasts , then thinketh, ‘ I have found 
A new land, but I die ’ 

She howl’d aloud, ‘ I am op fire within 
There comes no murmur of reply 
What IS It that will take away my sin. 

And save me lest I die ?’ 

So when four years were wholly finished 
She threw her royal robes away 
‘Make me a cottage in the vale,’ she said, 

‘Where I may mourn and pray 

‘ Yet pull not down my palace towers, that are 
So lightly, beautifully built 
Perchance I may return with others there 
When I have purged my guilt ’ 



LADY CLARA VERB DE VERB 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

Of me you shall not win renown 
You thought to break a country heart 
For pastime, ere you went to town 
At me you smiled, but unbeguiled 
I saw the snare, and I retired 
The daughter of a hundred Earls, 

You are not one to be desired 

Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

I know you proud to bear your name, 
Your pride is yet no mate for mine, 

Too proud to care from whence I came 
Nor would I break for your sweet sake 
A heart that doats on truer charms 
simple maiden in her flower 
Is worth a hundred coats-of arms 
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Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

Some meeker pupil you must find, 
For were you queen of all that is, 

I could not stoop to such a mind 
You sought to prove how I could love. 
And my disdain is my reply 
The lion on your old stone gates 
Is not more cold to you than I 


Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

You put strange memories m my head 
Not thrice your branching limes have blo\vn 
Since I beheld young Laurence dead 
Oh your s\neet eyes, your low replies 
A great enchantress you may be , 

But there was that across his throat 
Which you had hardly cared to see 


Lady Clara Vere de Vere, 

When thus he met his mother’s view. 
She had the passions of her kind. 

She spake some certain truths of you 
Indeed I heard one bitter word 
That scarce is fit for you to hear , 

Her manners had not that repose 

Which stamps the caste of Vere de Vere 
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I^dy Clara Vere de Vere, 

There stands a spectre in your hall 
The guilt of blood is at your door 

You changed a wholesome heart to gall 
You held your course without remorse, 

1 0 make him trust his modest worth, 

And, last, you fix’d a vacant stare, 

And slew him with your noble birth 


Trust me, Clara Vere de Vere, 

From yon blue heavens above us bent 
The gardener Adam and his wife 
Smile at the claims of long descent 
Howe’er it be, it seems to me, 

’Tis only noble to be good 
Kind hearts are more than coronets, 

And simple faith than Norman blood 

I know you, Clara Vere de Vere, 

You pine among your halls and towers 
The languid light of your proud eyes 
Is wearied of the rolling hours 
In glowing health, with boundless wealth. 

But sickening of a vague disease, 

You know so ill to deal with time, 

You needs must play such pranks as these 
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Clan, Clara Vere de Veie, 

If time be heavy on your hands, 
Are there no beggars at your gate, 
Nor any poor about your lands ^ 
Oh > teach the orphan boy to read, 
Or teach the orphan girl to sew, 
Pray Heaven for a human heart, 
And let the foolish yeoman go 
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You must wake and call me early, call me early 
mother dear , 

Tomorrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad 
New-year , 

Of all the glad New year, mother, the maddest meiriest 
day, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mothei. I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May 

There’s many a black black eye, they say, but none so 
bright as mine , 

There’s Margaret and Mary, there’s Kate and Caroline 

But none so fair as -little Alice in all the land tht> sa), 

So I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May 

I sleep so sound all night*, mother, that I shall ne\ei 
wake. 

If you do not call me loud when the da) begins to 
break 
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But I must gather knots of flowers, and buds and 
garlands gay, 

For Fm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, Fm to be 
Queen o’ the May 


As I came up the valley whom think ye should I see. 
But Robin leaning on the bridge beneath the hazel 
tree? 

He thought of that shaq) look, mother, I gave him 
yesterday, 

But Fm to be Queen o’ the Ma>, mother, Fm to be 
Queen o’ the May 


He thought I was a ghost, mother, for I was all in 
white. 

And I ran by him without speaking, like a flash of 
light 

They call me cruel hearted, but I care not what they 
say, 

For Fm to be Queen o’ the May, mother, Fm to be 
Queen o’ the May 


They say he’s dying all for love, but that can never 
be 

They say his heart is breaking, mother— what is that 
to me? 
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1 here’s many i bolder lad ’ill woo me any summer 
day, 

And I’m to be Queen 0’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen 0’ the May 


I ittle Ffhe shall go with me to morrow to the green, 
And you’ll be there, too, mother, to see me made the 
Queen , 

For the shepherd Kds on every side ’ill come from 
far away. 

And I’m to be Queen 0’ the May, mother. I’m to be 
Queen 0’ the Mjy 


The honeysuckle round the porch has wov’n its wavy 
bowers. 

And by the meadow trenches blow the faint sweet 
cuckoo flowers , 

And the wild marsh marigold shines like fire in swamps 
and hollows gray, 

\nd I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother. I’m to be 
Queen 0’ the May 

The night winds come and go, mother, upon the 
meadow grass, 

And the happy stars above them seem to brighten as 
they pass , 


VOI I 



194 


THE MAY QUEEN 


fhere will not be a drop of ram the whole of the 
livelong day, 

And I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother. I’m to be 
Queen o’ the Ma^ 

All the valley, mother, ’ill be fresh and green and still, 

And the cowslip and the crowfoot are over all the hill, 

And the rivulet in the flowery dale ’ill merrily glance 
and play. 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May 

So you must wake and call me earl}, call me early 
mother dear. 

To morrow ’ill be the happiest time of all the glad 
New year 

To morrow ’ill be of all the year the maddest merriest 
day, 

For I’m to be Queen o’ the May, mother, I’m to be 
Queen o’ the May 



NEW-YEAR'S EVE 

If you’re waking call me earl), call me early, mother 
dear, 

Por I would see the sun rise upon the glad New year 
It IS the last New year that I shall ever sec, 

1 hen you may la) me low i’ the mould and think no 
more of me 

To night I saw the sun set he set and left behind 
1 he good old year, the dear old time, and all my 
peace of mind , 

And the New year’s coming up, mother, but I shall 
never see 

The blossom on the blackthorn, the leaf upon the tree 

Last May we made a crown of flowers we had a 
merry day , 

Beneath the hawthorn on the green they made me 
Queen of May , 



ind WL danced about the mavpole and in the hazel 
copse, 

Till Charles’s Wain came out above the tall white 
chimney tops 


I here’s not a flower on all the hills the frost is on 
the pane 

I only wish to live till the snowdrops come again 
I wish the snow would melt and the sun come out on 
high 

I long to see a flouer so before the daj I die 

The building rook ’ll caw from the wind) tall elm tree, 
And the tufted plover pipe along the fallen lea 
\nd the swallon ’ill romt back again with summer 
o’er the wave, 

But I shall lie alone, mother, within the mouldering 
grave 


Upon the chancel casement, and upon that grave of 
mine. 

In the early early morning the summer sun ill shine, 
Before the red cock crons from the farm upon the 
hill. 

When you are warm asleep, mother, and all the world 
IS still 
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Whtn the flowers come again, mother, beneath tlit 
wining light 

You’ll never see me more in the long gray fields it 
night , 

When from the dry dark wold the summer iirs blow 
rool 

On the oit grass ind the sword grass, and the bulrush 
m the ]Joo! 


You’ll bury me, mj mother, just beneath the hiwthorn 
shade, 

\nd you’ll come sometimes ind see me where I mi 
lowh hid 

I shill not forget you, mothei, I shall hear you when 
you piss, 

\\ ith your feet ibove my head in the long and pleasant 
grass 


I have been wild and wayward, but you’ll forgive me 
now , 

You’ll kiss me, my own mothei and forgive me ere I 

go, 

Nay, nay, )ou must not weep, nor let youi giief be 
wild 

You should not fret for me, mother, you have anothei 
ehild 



NEW YEAR'S EPE 


If I can ril comt again, mother, from out my resting 
place , 

Tho’ you’ll not see me, mother, I shall look upon your 
face, 

1 ho’ I cannot speak a w ord, I shall harken w hat y ou say, 

And bt often, often with you when you think I m far 
away 

(loodnight, goodnight, when I have sud goodnight tor 
evermore, 

Vnd you see me earned out from the threshold of the 
door, 

Don’t let Efifie come to see me till my grave be growing 
green 

She’ll he \ bettei ( hild to you than evti I have been 

She’ll find my garden tools upon the granary floor 

Let her take ’em they are hers 1 shall nevei garden 
more 

But tell her, when I’m gone, to tram the losebush that 
I set 

About the parlour window ind the box ol mignonette 

Goodnight, sw eet mothei ( all me before the day is born 

All night I lie awake, but I fall asleep at morn , 

But I would see the sun use upon the ghd Nenv yeai, 

So, if you’re waking, i all me, till me early, motfier deii 



CONCLUSION 

I iHOUGHT to pass iway before, and ytt alive I am, 

And in the fields all round I heir the oltatmg of the 
lamb 

How sadly, 1 remember, rose the morning of the year ' 

1 0 die before the snowdrop came, and now the violet’s 
here 

0 sweet IS the new violet, that comes beneath the skies, 

And sweeter is the voung lambs voice to me that 
cannot rise. 

And sweet is all the land about, and all the flowers 
that blow, 

'Vnd sweeter far is death than life to me that long to go 

It seem’d so hard at first, mother, to leave the blessed sun. 

And now it seems as hard to stay, and yet His will be 
done ' 

But still I think it can’t be long before I find release , 

And that good man, the clergyman, has told me words 
of peace 
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Q blessings on his kindly voice and on his silver hair ' 

And^ blessings on his whole life long, until he meet 
me there ' 

0 blessings on his kindly heart and on his silver head > 

\ thousand times I blest him, as he knelt beside my 
bed 

He taught me all the mercy, for he show’d me all thi 
sin 

Now, tho’ my lamp was lighted late, there’s One will 
let me in 

Nor would I now be well, mother, again it tint could 
be. 

For my desire is but to pass to Him that died for me 

1 did not hear the dog howl, mother, oi the death 
watch beat. 

There came a sweetei token when the niglit md 
morning meet 

But sit beside my bed, mother, and put your hand in 
mine. 

And Effie on the other side, and I will tell the sign 

All in the wild March morning I heaid the angels 
rail, 

It was when the moon was setting and the dark was 
over all , 



CONC(.USION 

1 he trees began to whisper, and the wind began to 
roll, 

And in the wild March morning I heard them call 
my soul 

>or lying broad awxke I thought of )ou and Efifie 
dear, 

I saw you sitting in the house, and I no longer here 

\\ith all my strength I pray’d for both, and so I fell 
resign’d, 

\iid up the valley cnne a swell ot musie on the wind 

I thought that it was faney, md I listen d m my bed, 

And then did something speak to me— I know not 
what was said 

hor great delight and shuddering took hold of all my 
mind, 

\nd up the valley fame again the music on the wind 

But you were sleeping and I said, ‘ It’s not for them 
it’s mine ’ 

^nd if It come three times, I thought, I take it for i 
sign 

And once again it came, and i lose beside the window 
bars, 

J hen seem’d to go right up to Heaven and die among 
the stars 
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So now I think my time b near I trust it is 1 
know 

The blessed music \\ent that way my soul will have 
to go 

And for myself, indeed, I cire not il I go to day 

But, Eftie, you must comfort //(?^when I im past away 

Vnd say to Robin a kind word, md tell him not to fret , 

Ihcie’s man) i woithiei than 1, would make him 
happy )ct 

If 1 had lived- 1 cannot tell I might have been his 
wife, 

But all these things have ceased to be, with my desiie 
of life 

0 look ' the sun begins to rise, the heavens are in i 
glow , 

He shines upon a hundred fields, and all of them 1 
know 

\nd there I move no longer now, and there his light 
may shine - 

Wild flowers in the valley for other hands than mine 

0 sweet and strange it stems to me, that eie this da) 

IS done 

The voice, that now is speaking, ma) be be)ond the 
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For ever and for ever with those just souls and true-* 

And what is life, that we should moan ? why n>ake 
we such ado ? 

For ever and for ever, all in i blessed home— 

And there to wait a little while till you and tlfie 
come— 

lo lie within the light of God, as I he upon your 
breast— 

\nd the wicked cease trom troubling, and the wear) 
are at rest 



THE LOIOS EAlERb 

CoiRAGE he Slid, ind pointed louaid tliL land, 
‘ 1 his mounting A\ave will roll us shorew'ird soon ’ 
In the afternoon the) (amt unto a hnd 
In which It stcmtd alwa}s afternoon 
All round the toast the languid air did swoon, 
Breathing like one thn hath i weir) dream 
Pull faetd above the \ alley stood the moon, 

'\nd like a downward smoke, the slender stream 
Along the cliff to fall and pause and fall did seem 

V land of streams * some, like a downward smoke, 
Slow dropping veils of thinnest lawn, did go , 

'knd some thro’ waveimg lights and shadows broke, 
Rolling a slumbrous sheet of foam below 
They saw the gleaming river seaward flow 
From the inner land lar off, three mountain tops, 
three silent pinpacles of aged snow, 
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Stood sunset (lush’d and, dew’d with showery drop<^ 
Up-clomb the shadowy pine above the woven cop^e 

1 he charmed sunset linger’d low adown 
In the led West thro’ mountain clefts the dale 
Was seen far inland, and the yellow down 
Border’d with palm, and many a winding vale 
And meadow, set with slender gilingale , 

A hnd w'here all things always seem’d the same ' 

And round about the keel with fares pale. 

Dark faces pile against that rosy flame, 

The mild eyed melancholy Lotos eaters came 

Branches they bore of that enchanted stem, 

Laden with flower and fruit, whereof they gave 
lo each, but whoso did receive of them, 

And taste, to him the gushing of the wave 
Far far away did ^eem to mourn and rave 
On alien shores , and if his fellow spake, 

His voice was thin, as voices from the grave , 

And deep asleep he seem’d, yet all awake, 

And music in his ears his beating heart did make 

They sat them down upon the yellow sand, 

Between the sun and moon upon the shore , 

And sweet it was to dream of Fatherland, 

Of child, and wife, and slave, but evermore 
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Most weary seem’d the sea, weary the oar, 

Weary the wandering fields of barren foam 
1 hen some one said, ‘ We will return no more , 
And all at once they sang, ‘Our island home 
Is far beyond the wave , we will no longer roam ’ 


CHORIC SONG 


There is s\ieet music here that softer falls 
Than petals from blown roses on the grass. 

Or night dews on still waters between walls 
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass , 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies, 

Than tir’d eyelids upon tir’d eyes , 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the 
blissful skies 

Here are cool mosses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep, 

And in the stream the long leaved flowers weep, 
And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in 
sleep 

II 

Why are we weigh’d upon with heaviness. 

And utterly consumed with sharp distress, 

While all things else have rest from weariness ? 
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All things have rest why should we toil alone, 

We only toil, who are the first of things, 

And make perpetual moan, 

Still from one sorrow lo another thrown 
Nor ever fold our wings. 

And cease from wanderings, 

Nor steep our brows m slumber’s holy balm , 

Nor harken what the inner spirit sings, 

‘ There is no joy but calm • ’ 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of 
things ? 


HI 

Lo ' in the middle of the wood, 

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care. 
Sun steep’d at noon, and in the moon 
Nightly dew fed , and turning yellow 
halls, and floats adown the air 
T 0 ' sweeten’d with the summer light, 

The full juiced apple, waxing over mellow. 
Drops in a silent autumn night 
All Its allotted length of days, 

The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and fails, and hath no toil. 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil 
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IV 

Hateful IS the dark blue sky, 

Vaulted o’er the dark blue sea 
Death is the end of life , ah, i\hy 
Should life all labour be ? 

Let us alone Time driveth oniMrd fast, 

And in a little while our lips ire dumb 
Let us ilonc W hat is it that will list ^ 

All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions ind parcels of the dreadful Past 
I et us alone What pleasure can we hive 
To war with evil ? Is there any peace 
In evei climbing up the climbing wave ? 

All things have rest, and ripen toward the giave 
In silence , ripen, fall and ceise 
Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful 
ease 


v 

How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream, 
With halTshut eyes ever to seem 
Falling asleep in a half dream ' 

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light. 
Which will not leave the myrrh bush on the height, 
To hear each other’s whisper’d speech , 

Eating the Lotos day by day, 
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To watch the crisping ripples on the beach, 

And tender curving lines of creamy spray , 

To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild minded melancholy , 

1 0 muse and brood and live again in memory, 

With those old faces of our mfancy 
Heap’d over with a mound of grass. 

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass ' 


VI 

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives. 

And dear the last embraces of our wives 
And their warm tears but all hath suffer’d change 
For surely now our household hearths are cold 
Our sons inherit us our looks are strange 
And we should come like ghosts to trouble jo} 

Or else the island princes over bold 

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings 

Before them of the ten years war m Troy, 

And our great deeds, as half forgotten things 
Is there confusion m the little isle? 

Let what is broken so remain 
i he Gods are hard to reconcile 
’Tis hard to settle order once again 
1 here ts confusion worse than death, 

1 rouble on trouble, pain on pain, 
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l^ong labour unto aged breath, 

Sore tisk to hearts worn out by many Avars 
And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot stars 


VIJ 

]3ut, propt on beds of amaranth and moly, 

How sweet (while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly) 
With half dropt eyelid still, 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy, 

To watch the long bright nver drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill— 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 

From cave to cave thro' the thick-twined vme“ 

Fo watch the emerald-colour’d water falling 
1 hro’ many a wov’n acanthus wreath divine ' 

Only to hear and see the far off sparkling brine, 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the 
pine 


The Lotos blooms below the barren peak 
The Lotos blows b) ever) winding creek 
All da) the wind breathes low with mellower tone 
Thro’ every hollow cave and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos 
dust is blown 
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have h id cnougli of action and of motion we, 
Rolld to slat hoard, roll’d to larboird, whtii the ‘»jLiri>[c 
was seething fict, 

Uhere the wallowing monster spouted his foam 
fountains in the sea 

I et us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind, 
In the hollow Lotos land to live and he reclined 
On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind 
For they He beside their nectar, and the bolts are 
hurl’d 

bar below them m the valleys, and the clouds arc 
lightly curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming 
world 

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands, 
Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring 
deeps and fiery sands. 

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, 
and praying hands 

But they smile, they find a niusi< ( entred in a doleful 
song 

Steaming up, a lamentation andan ancient tale of w rong. 
Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the words are strong, 
Chanted from an ill iisetl race of men that cleave the 
soil, 

Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil, 
Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine and oil , 
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Till they perish ind the} suffer— some, ’tis whisper’d— 
down in hell 

Suffer endless anguish, others in Klysian valle>s dwell 

Resting weary limbs it last on beds of asphodel 

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet thin toil, the 
shore 

I han labour in the deep mid ocean, wind ind wave 
and oar , 

Oh rest ye, brother manners, we will not wander more 



A DREAM OF FMR WOMEN 

1 READ, befoic ni) tydids dropt then shade, 

‘ T/ie Legend of (rood ll^omen,' long ago 
Sung by the morning star of song, who made 
His music heard belo^\ 

Dan Chaucer, the first warbler, whose sweet breath 
Preluded those melodious bursts that fill 
Ihe spacious times of great Elizabeth 
With sounds that echo still 

And, for a while, the knowledge of his art 
Held me above the subject, as strong gales 
Hold swollen clouds from raining, tho’ my heart. 
Brimful of those wild tales, 

Charged both mine eyes with tears In every land 
I saw, wherever light illumineth, 

Beauty and anpish walking hand m hand 
The downward slope to death 
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1 hose far renowned brides of ancient song 
Peopled the hollow dark, like burning stars, 
\nd I heard sounds of insult, shame, and wrong, 
And trumpets blown for wars, 


And clattering flints batter’d with clanging hoofs , 
And I saw crowds m column’d sanctuaries , 
^nd forms that pass’d at windows and on roofs 
Of marble palaces , 


Corpses across the threshold , heroes tall 
Dislodging pinnacle and parapet 
Upon the tortoise creeping to the wall , 
Lances in ambush set , 


And high shrine doors burst thro’ with heated blasts 
That run before the fluttering tongues of fire , 
White surf wind scatter’d over sails and masts, 

And ever climbing higher , 


Squadrons and squares of men in brazen plates, 
Scaffolds, still sheets of water, divers woes. 
Ranges of glimmering vaults with iron grates, 
\nd hush’d seraglios 
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So shape chased shape as swift as, when to land 
Bluster the winds and tides the self same wa\, 
Crisp foam flakes scud along the level sand, 

Torn from the fringe of spray 


I started once, or seem’d to start in pain, 

Resolved on noble things, and strove to speak, 
As when a great thought strikes along the brain. 
And flushes all the cheek 


And once my arm was lifted to hew down 
A cavalier from off his saddle bow. 

That bore a lady from a leaguer’d town , 
And then, I know not how, 


All those sharp fancies, by down lapsing thought 
Stream’d onward, lost their edges, and did creep 
Roll’d on each other, rounded, smooth’d, and 
brought 

Into the gulfs of sleep 

\t last methought that I had wander’d far 
In an old wood fresh wash’d in coolest dew 
The maiden splendours of the morning star 
Shook in the stedfast blue 
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Enormous elm tree boles did stoop and lean 
Upon the dusky brushwood underneath 
Their broad curved branches, fledged with clearest 
green, 

New from its silken sheath 


1 he dim red morn had died, her journey done, 
And with dead lips smiled at the twilight plain, 
Half fall’n across the threshold of the sun. 

Never to rise again 


There was no motion in the dumb dead air. 
Not any song of bird or sound of rill , 
Grpss darkness of the mner sepulchre 
Is not so deadly still 


\s that wide forest Growths of jasmine turn’d 
Their humid arms festooning tree to tree, 
And at the root thro’ lush green grasses burn’d 
The red anemone 


I knew the flowers, I knew the leaves, I knew 
The tearful glimmer of the languid dawn 
On those long, rank, dark wood walks drench’d in dew, 
Leading from lawn to lawn 
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The smell of violets, hidden m the green, 
Pour’d back into my empty soul and frame 
The times when I remember to have been 
Joyful and free from blame 


And from within me a clear under tone 

Thrill’d thro’ mine ears m that unblissful dime, 
‘ Pass freely thro’ the wood is all thine own, 

Until the end of time ’ 


At length I saw a lady within call, 

Stiller than chiselTd marble, standing there, 
A daughter of the gods, divinely tall. 

And most divinely fair 


Her loveliness with shame and with surprise 
Froze my swift speech she turning on my face 
The star like sorrows of immortal eyes. 

Spoke slowly m her place 


‘ I had great beauty ask thou not my name 
No one can be more wise than destiny 
Manj drew swords and died Where’er I cami 
I brought calamity ’ 
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‘ No marvel, sovereign lady in fair field 
M}sell foi such a face had boldly died, 
I answer’d free , and turning I apjieal’d 
To one that stood beside 


But she, with sick and scornful looks averse. 

To her full height her stately stature draws , 

‘ My youth,’ she said, ‘ was blasted with a curse 
This woman was the cause 


‘ I was cut off from hope in that sad place, 
Which men call’d Aulis in those iron years 
My father held his hand upon his face , 

1, blinded with my tears, 


‘ btill strove to speak my voice was thick with sighs 
As in a dream Diral> I could descry 
The stern black-bearded kings with wolfish eyes. 
Waiting to see me die 


‘ Ihe high masts flicker’d as they lay afloat, 

The crowds, the temples, waver’d, and the shore , 
1 he bright death quiver’d at the victim’s throat , 
Touch’d , and I knew no more ' 
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Whereto the other with a downward brow 
‘ I would the white cold heavy plunging foan* 
Whirl’d by the wind, hid roll’d me deep below, 
Then when I left my home 


Her slow full words sank thro’ the silence drear, 
As thunder drops fall on a sleeping sea 
Sudden I heard a voice that cried, ‘ Come here, 
1 hat I may look on thee ’ 


I turning saw, throned on a flowery rise, 

One sitting on a crimson scarf unroll’d , 

A queen, with swarthy cheeks ind bold black eyes, 
Brow bound with burning gold 


She, flashing forth a haughty smile, began 
‘ I govern’d men by change, and so I sway’d 
All moods ’Tis long since I have seen a man 
Once, like the moon, I made 


‘The ever-shifting currents of the blood 
According to my humour ebb and flow 
I have no men to govern in this wood 
That makes my only woe 
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‘ Nay— yet it chafes me that I could not bend 
One will ; nor tame and tutor with mint cyt 
1 hat dull cold blooded Caesar Prythee, friend, 
Where is Mark Antony? 


‘The man, my lover, with whom I rode sublime 
On Fortune’s neck wt sat as God by God 
The Nilus would have risen before his time 
And flooded it our nod 


‘ We drank the Libyan Sun to sleep, and lit 
Lamps which out burn’d Canopus 0 my life 
In Egypt ' 0 the dalliance and the wit, 

1 he flattery and tht strife. 


And the wild kiss, when fresh from war’s alarms, 
My Hercules, my Roman Anton), 

My mailed Bacchus leapt into my arms. 
Contented there to die ' 


‘ And there he died and when I heard my name 
Sigh’d forth w ith life 1 w^ould not brook my fear 
Of the other with a worm I balk’d his fame 
AVhat else was left? look here ’’ 



A DREA M OE I Alh WOMEN 


(With that she tore her robe apart, and half 
The polish’d argent of her breast to sight 
I aid bare I hereto she pointed with laugh, 
Shoeing the aspick’s bite ) 


‘ I died a Queen The Roman soldier found 
Me lying dead, my crown about my brows, 
V name for ever ' - lying robed and crown’d, 
Worthy a Roman spouse ’ 


Her warbling voice, a lyre of widest range 
Struck by all passion, did fall down and glance 
From tone to tone, and glided thro’ all change 
Of liveliest utterance 


When she made pause I knew not for delight , 
Because with sudden motion from the ground 
She raised her piercing orbs, and fill’d with light 
I he mtervil of sound 


Still with thtir fires I ove tipt his keenest darts 
As once they drew into two burning rings 
\11 beams of 1 ove, melting the mighty hearts 
Of captains and of kings 
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Slowly my sense undaz/lcd J hen I heard 
K noise of sonic one coming thro’ the lawn, 
\nd singing clearer than the crested bird 
lhat chps his i\ings at dawn 


‘The torient brooks of hilloi\’d Israel 

From craggy hollows pouring, late and soon, 
Sound all night long, in falling thro’ the dell. 
Far heard beneath the moon 


‘ The balmy moon of blessed Israel 

Hoods all the deep blue gloom with beams 
divine 

All night the splinter’d crags that wall the dell 
With spires of siher shine ’ 


As one that niuseth where broad sunshine laves 
The lawn by some cathedral, thro’ the door 
Hearing the holy organ rolling waves 
Of sound on loof and floor 


Within, and anthem sung, is charm’d and tied 
To where he stands, — so stood I, when that flow 
Of mus’c left the lips of her that died 
To save her father's vow , 
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T he daughter of the warrior Gileadite, 

A nniden pure^ is when she went along 
From Mi/peh’s tower’d gate with welcome light, 
With timbrel and with song 


My words leapt foith ‘Heaven heads the count oi 
crimes 

With that wild oath ’ She render’d answer high 
‘Not so, nor once alone , a thousand times 
I would be born and die 


‘Single I grew, like some green plant, whose root 
Creeps to the garden water pipes beneath, 
Feeding the flower, but ere my flower to fruit 
Changed, I wis ripe for death 


My God, my hnd, my father -these did move 
Me from my bliss of life, that Nature gave 
I ower’d softly with a threefold cord of love 
Down to a silent grave 


‘And I went mourning, “No fair Hebrew boy 
Shall smile away my maiden blame among 
The Hebrew mothers ’’—emptied of all joy. 
Leaving the dance and song. 
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‘ Leaving the olive gardens far below, 

T eavmg the promise of my bridal bower, 
The vallejs of grape loaded vines that glow 
Beneath the battled tower 


‘The light vhite cloud swam over us Anon 
We heard the lion roaring from his den , 

\\ e saw the large white stars rise one by one, 
Or, from the darken’d glen, 


‘ Saw God divide the night with flying flame. 
And thunder on the everlasting hills 
I heard Him, for He spake, and grief became 
A solemn scorn of ills 


‘ When the next moon was roll’d into the sky, 
Strength came to me that equall’d my desire 
How beautiful a thing it i\as to die 
Por God and for mv sirt ' 


‘ It comforts me in this one thought to dwell, 
1 hat I subdued me to my father’s will , 
Because the kiss he gave me, ere I fell, 
Sweetens the spirit still 
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‘ Moreover it is written that my race 

Hew’d Ammon, hip and thigh, from Aroer • 
On Arnon unto Minneth ’ Here her face 
Glow’d, as I look’d at her 


She lock’d her lips she left me where I stood 
‘Glory to God,’ she sang, and past afar, 
Thridding the sombre boskage of the wood, 
Toward the morning star 


Losing her carol I stood pensively, 

As one that from a casement leans his head, 
When midnight bells cease ringing suddenly. 
And the old year is dead 


‘ Alas > alas a low voice, full of care, 

Murmur’d beside me ‘ Turn and look on me 
I am that Rosamond, whom men call fair, 

If what I was I be 


‘ Would I had been some maiden coarse and poor ' 
0 me, that I should ever see the hght * 

Those dragon eyes of anger’d Eleanor 
Do hunt me, day and night ' 
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She ceased in tears, fallen from hope and trust 
To whom the Egyptian ‘ 0, you tamely died ' 
You should have clung to Fulvia’s ^\alst, and thiust 
The dagger thro’ hei side ’ 


With that sharp sound the white dawn’s creeping beams, 
Stol’n to my brain, dissolved the mystery 
Of folded sleep The captain of my dreams 
Ruled in the eastern sky 


Morn broaden’d on the borders of the dark. 

Ere I saw her, who clasp’d in her last trance 
Her murder’d father’s head, or Joan of Arc, 

A light of ancient France , 


Or her who knew that Love can vanquish Death, 
Who kneeling, with one arm about her king. 
Drew forth the poison with her balmy breath. 
Sweet as new buds in Spring 


No memory labours longer from the deep 
Gold mines of thought to lift the hidden ore 
That glimpses, moving up, than I from sleep 
To gather and tell o’er 
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Each little sound and sight With what dull pain 
Compass’d, how eagerly I sought to strike ' 
Into that wondrous track of dreams again ' 

But no two dreams are like 

As when a soul laments, which hath been blest, 
Desiring what is mingled with past years, 

In yearnings that can never be exprest 
By signs or groans or teais , 

Because all words, tho’ cull’d with choicest art, 
Failing to give the bitter of the sweet, 

Wither beneath the palate, and the heart 
Faints, faded by its heat 



THE BLACKBIRD 

0 BLACKBIRD « Sing me something ^^ell 
While all the neighbours shoot thee round, 
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground, 
Where thou may’st warble, eat and dwell 

The espaliers and the standards all 
Are thine , the range of lawn and park 
The iinnetted black hearts ripen dark, 

All thine, against the garden wall 

Yet, tho’ I spared thee all the spring, 

Thy sole delight is, sitting still. 

With that gold dagger of thy bill 
To fret the summer jenneting 

A golden bill * the silver tongue, 

Cold hebruary loved, is dry 
Plenty corrupts the melody 
That made thee famous once, when young 
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And in the sultry girden squares, 

Now thy flute notes are changed to coarse, 
I hear thee not at all, or hoarse 
As when a hawker hawks his wares 

Take warning ' he that will not sing 
While yon sun prospers in the blue, 

Shill sing for want, ere leaves are new, 
Caught in the frozen palms of Spring 



THE DEATH OF THE 01 D YEAR 

Full knee deep lies the winter snow, 

And the winter winds are wearily sighing 
Toll ye the church bell sad and slow, 

And tread softly and speak low, 

For the old year lies a dying 

Old year, you must not die , 

You came to us so readily, 

You lived with us so steadily, 

Old year, you shall not die 

He lieth still he doth not move 
He will not see the dawn of day 
He hath no other life above 
He gave me a friend, ind 't true true love. 
And the New )ear will take ’em away 
Old year, )ou must not go , 

So long as you have been with us, 

Such joy as you have seen with us, 

Old year, you shall not go 
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He froth’d his bumpers to the brim , 

A jollier year we shall not see 
But tho’ his eyes are waxing dim, 

And tho’ his foes speak ill of him, 

He w IS 1 friend to me 

Old year, you shall not die , 

Wc did so laugh and cry with you. 
I’ve half a mind to die with you, 
Old year, if you must die 


He was full of joke and jest, 

But all his merry quips art o’er 
1 0 see him die, across the waste 
His son and heir doth ridt post haste, 

But he’ll be dead before 
Every one for his own 
The night is starry and cold, my friend, 
Vnd the New year blithe and bold, my 
friend. 

Comes up to take his own 


How hard he breathes ' over the snow 
I heard just now the crowing cock 
The shadows flicker to and fro 
The cricket chirps the light burns low 
Tis nearly twelve o’clock 
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Shake hands, before you die 
Old year, we’ll dearly rue for you 
What IS It we can do for you ^ 

Speak out before you die 

Hrs face is growing sharp and thin 
Alack ' our friend is gone 
Close up his eyes tie up his chin 
Step from the corpse, and let him in 
I hat standeth there alone. 

And waiteth at the door 

There’s a new foot on the floor, my friend, 

And a new face at the door, my friend, 

A new face at the door 



TO J S 

The wind, that beats the mountain, blows 
More softly round the open wold, 

And gently comes the world to those 
That are cast m gentle mould 

And me this knowledge bolder made, 

Or else I had not dared to flow 
In these words toward you, and invade 
Even with a verse your holy woe 

’Tis strange that those we lean on most, 

1 hose in whose laps our limbs are nursed. 
Fall into shadow, soonest lost 

Those we love first are taken first 

God gives us love Something to love 
He lends us , but, when love is grown 
1 0 ripeness, that on which it throve 
Falls ofT, and love is left alone 
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I his IS the curse of time Ahs • 

In gritf I am not all unlearn’d , 

Once thro’ mine own doors Death did pass , 
One went, who never hath return’d 


He will not smile— not speak to me 

Onet more Iwo years his chair is seen 
Empty before us 1 hat was he 

Without whose life I had not been 


Your loss IS rarer , for this star 

Rose with you thro’ a little arc 
Of heaven, nor having wander’d far 
Shot on the sudden into dark 


I knew your brother his mute dust 
I honour and his living worth 
A man more pure and bold and just 
Was never born into the earth 


I ha\e not look’d upon you nigh, 

Since that deai soul hath fall’n asleep 
Great Nature is more wise than I 
I will not tell you not to weep 



FOJS 


235 


Vnd tho’ minaown tyes fill with devv, 

Drawn from the spirit thro’ the brain, 

I will not even preach to you, 

‘ Weep, weeping dulls the inward pam ’ 


Let Grief be her own mistress still 

She loveth her own anguish deep 
More than much pleasure Let her will 
Be done—to weep or not to weep 


I will not say, ‘ God's ordinance 

Of Death is blown in every wind/ 
Tor that is not a common chance 
That takes away a noble mind 


His memory long will live alone 

In all our hearts, as mournful light 
That broods above the fallen sun, 

And dwells in heaven half the night 


Vain solace • Memoiy' standing near 

Cast down her eyes, and in her throat 
Her voice seem'd distant, and a teir 
Dropt on the letters as I wrote 



I wrote I know not what In truth, 

How should I soothe you anyway, 

Who miss the brother of your youth ? 

Yet something I did wish to say 

For he too was a friend to me 

Both are my friends, and my true breast 
Bleedeth for both , yet it may be 
1 hat only silence suiteth best 

Words weaker than your grief would make 

Grief more Twere better I should cease 
Although myself could almost take 

The place of him that sleeps in peace 

Sleep sweetly, tender hegrt, m peace 
bleep, holy spirit, blessed soul. 

While the stars burn, the moons increase, 

And the great ages onward roll 

Sleep till the end, true soul and sweet 

Nothing comes to thee new or strange 
Sleep full of rest ftom head to feet , 

Lie still, dry dust, secure of change 



ON A MOURNER 


N\iure, so fir as in her lies, 

Imitates God, and turns her face 
To every land beneath the skies, 

Counts nothing that she meets with base, 

But lives and loves in every place y 

u 

Fills out the homely quickset screens, 

And makes the purple lilac ripe, 

Steps from her airy hill, and greens 

1 he swamp, where hummed the dropping snipe, 
With moss and braided marish-pipe , 

III 

\nd on thy heart a finger lays, 

Saying, ‘ Beat quicker, for the time 
I? pleasant, and the woods and ways 
Are pleasant, and the beech and lime 
Put forth and feel a gladder clime ’ 
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'\nd miiimurs of a deeper voice, 

(roing before to some far shrine, 

T eacli that sick heart the stronger choice, 
Till all thy life one way incline 
^Vith one wide Will that closes thine 

V 

And when the zoning eve has died 
Wheieyon dark valleys wind forlorn, 
Come Hope and Memory, spouse and bride, 
From out the borders of the morn, 

With that fair child betwixt them born 

VI 

And when no mortal motion jars 

The blackness round the tombing sod, 

1 hro' silence and the trembling stars 
Comes Faith from tracts no feet have trod, 
And Virtue, like a household god 

VII 

Promising empire , such as those 
Once heard at dead of night to greet 
Troy’s wandering prince, so that he rose 
With sacrifice, while all the fleet 
Had rest by stony hills of Crete 



You ask me, why, tho’ ill at ease. 

Within this region I subsist. 

Whose spirits falter in the mist. 

And languish for the purple seas 

It IS the land that fieemen till, 

That sober suited Freedom chose, 

The land, where girt with friends or foes 
A man may speak the thing he will , 


A land of settled government, 

A land of just and old renown, 

Where Preedom slowly broadens down 
PYom precedent to precedent 


Where faction seldom gathers head, 

But by degrees to fulness wTOught, 

The strength of some diffusive thought 
Hath time and space to work and spread 
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Should banded unions persecute 
Opinion, and induce a time 
When single thought is civil crime, 
And individual freedom mute , 

Tho’ Power should make from land to land 
The name of Britain trebly great — 
Tho’ every chfinnel of the State 
Should fill and choke with golden sand— 


Yet waft me from the harbour mouth, 
Wild wind ' I seek a warmer sky. 
And I will see before I die 
The palms and temples of the South 



Or old sat Freedom on the heights, 

Ihe thunders breaking at hei feet 
Above her shook the starry lights 
She heard the torrents meet 


There in her place she did rejoice, 

Self gather’d in her prophet mind, 
But fragments of her mighty voice 
Came rolling on the wind 


Then stept she down thro’ town and field 
1 0 mingle with the human nCe, 
And part by part to men reveal’d 
1 he fulness of her face — 


Grave mother of majestic \\orks, 

hrom her isle altar gazing down, 
W’ho, God like, grasps the triple forks, 
And, King like, wears the crown 
vor I R 
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Her open eyes desire the truth 

The wisdom of a thousand years 
Is in them May perpetual youth 
Keep dry their light from tears , 


That her fair form may stand and shine, 

Make bright our da}s and light our dreams, 
Turning to scorn with lips divine 
The falsehood of extremes * 



Lo\e thou thy hnd, with love far brought 
From out the storied Past, and used 
Within the J^resent, but transfused 
rhro’ future time by power of thought 

True love turn’d round on fixed poles, 
Love, that endures not sordid ends, 
hor English natures, freemen, friends, 

1 hy brothers and immortal souls 

But pamper not a hasty time. 

Nor feed with crude imaginings 
The herd, wild hearts and feeble wings 
That every sophister can lime 

Deliver not the tasks of might 
To weakness, neither hide the ray 
From those, not blind, who wait for day, 
Tho' sitting girt with doubtful light 
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Make kno\\ ledge circle \Mth the winds , 
But let her herald, Reverence, fly 
Before her to whatever sky 
Bear seed of men and growth of minds 


Watch what main currents draw the years 
Cut Prejudice against the gram 
But gentle words are alwajs gam 
Regard the weakness of thy peers 


Nor toil for title, place, or touch 
Of pension, neither count on praise 
It grows to guerdon after dajs 
Nor deal m watch words oacrmuch 


Not clinging to some ancient saw , 

Not master’d by some modern term 
Not sw ift nor slow to change, but firm 
Ind in Its season bring the law , 


lhat from Discussion’s lip may fall 
^\ith Lite, that, working stronglj, bmds- 
Set in all lights b) many minds 
lo close the mteiests of all 
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For Nature also, cold and warm, 

^nd moist and dry, devising long, 
Thro’ many agents making strong, 
Matures the individual form 


Meet IS It changes should control 
Our being, lest we rust in ease 
We all are changed by still degrees, 
All but the basis of the soul 


So let the change which comes be free 
1 0 ingroove itself with that which flies, 
And work, a joint of state, that plies 
Its office, moved with sympathy 


A saying, hard to shape in act , 

For all the past of 1 ime reveals 
A bridal dawn ot thunder peals 
Wherever Thought hath wedded hact 


Ev’n now we hear with inward strife 
A motion toiling in the gloom— 

I he Spirit of the years to come 
Yearning to mix himself with Life 
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A slow develop’d strength awaits 
Completion in a painful school , 
Phantoms of other forms of rule, 
New Majesties of mighty States — 


Ihe warders of the growing hour, 

But vague in vapour, hard to mark , 
And round them sea and air are dark 
With great contrivances of Power 


Of many changes, aptly join’d. 

Is bodied forth the second whole 
Regard gradation, lest the soul 
Of Discord race the rising wind , 


A wind to puff your idol fires, 

And heap their ashes on the head , 
To shame the boast so often made. 
That we are wiser than our sires 


Oh yet, if Nature’s evil star 

Drive men in manhood, as in youth, 
1 o follow flying steps of Truth 
Across the brazen bridge of war— 
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If New and Old, disastrous feud, 

Must ever shock, like armed foes, 

And this be true, till Time shall close. 
That Principles are rain’d in blood , 

Not yet the wise of heart \^ould cease 
To hold his hope thro’ shame and guilt, 
But with his hand against the hilt, 
Would pace the troubled land, like Peace , 

Not less, tho’ dogs of Faction bay, 

Would serve his kind in deed and word, 
Certain, if knowledge bring the sword, 
That knowledge takes the sword away— 

Would love the gleams of good that broke 
From either side, nor veil his eyes 
And if some dreadful need should rise 
Would strike, and firmly, and one stroke 

To morrow yet would reap to day. 

As we bear blossom of the dead , 

Earn well the thrifty months, nor wed 
Raw Haste, half sister to Delay 



ENGLAND AND AMERICA IN 1782 

0 THOU, that sendest out the man 
To rule by land and sea, 

Strong mother of a Lion line, 

Be proud of those strong sons of thine 
Who wrench’d their rights from thee ' 

AVhat wonder, if in noble heat 
1 hose men thine arms ithstood, 
Retaught the lesson thou hadst taught, 
And in thy spirit with thee fought — 

Who sprang from English blood ' 


But Ihou rejoice with liberal jo), 

Lift up thy rocky face, 

And shatter, ^\hen the storms are black, 
In many a streaming torrent back, 

1 he seas that shock thy base • 
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Whatever harmonies of law 
The growing world assume, 

Thy work is thine— The single note 
From that deep chord which Hampden smote 
Will vibrate to the doom 



THE GOOSE 

I KNEW an old wife lean and poor, 

Her rags scarce held together , 

There strode a stranger to the door, 

And it was windy weather 

He held a goose upon his arm. 

He utter’d rhyme and reason, 

‘ Here, take the goose, and keep you warm, 
It is a stormy season ’ 

She caught the white goose by the leg, 

A goose— 'tw as no great matter 
The goose let fall a golden egg 
With cackle and with clatter 

She dropt the goose, and caught the pelf, 
And ran to tell her neighbours , 

And bless’d herself, and cursed herself, 

And rested from her labours 



THE GOOSE 


And feeding high, and living soft, 
Grew plump and able bodied , 
Until the grave churchwarden doff’d, 
The parson smirk’d and nodded 


So sitting, served by min and maid, 
Sht felt her heart grow prouder 
But ah ' the more the white goose laid 
It clack’d and cackled louder 


It clutter d here, it chuckled there , 
It stirr’d the old wife’s mettle 
She shifted in her elbow chair. 

And hurl’d the pan and kettle 


‘ \ quinsy choke thy cursed note ' ’ 

Then wax’d her anger stronger 
' Go, take the goose, and wring her throat, 
I will not bear it longer ’ 


Then yelp’d the cur, and yawl’d the cat , 
Ran Gaffer, stumbled Gammer 
I he goose flew this way and flew that. 
And fill’d the house with clamour 
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As head and heels upon the floor 
1 hey flounder’d all together, 

1 here strode a stranger to the door, 

And It uas windy weather 

He took the goose upon his arm, 

He utter’d words of scorning , 

‘bo keep you cold, or keep you warm, 

It IS a stormy morning ’ 

The wild wind rang from park and plain, 
And round the attics rumbled, 

Till all the tables danced again. 

And half the chimneys tumbled 

1 he glass blew in, the fire blew out, 

Ihe blast was hard and harder 
Her cap blew off, her gown blew up, 

And a whirlwind clear’d the larder 

And while on all sides breaking loose 
Her household fled the danger. 

Quoth she, ‘ The Devil take the goose. 
And God forget the stranger !’ 



ENGLISH IDYLS 

THE EPIC 

At Francis Allen’s on the Christmas eve,— 

The game of forfeits done— the girls all kiss’d 
Beneath the sacred bush and past away- 
1 he parson Holmes, the poet Everard Hall, 

I he host, and I sit round the wassail bowl. 

Then half way ebb’d and there we held a talk, 
How all the old honour had from Christmas gone 
Or gone, or dwindled down to some odd games 
In some odd nooks like this , till I, tired out 
With cutting eights that day upon the pond, 
W'here, three times slipping from the outer edge, 

I bump’d the ice into three several stars. 

Fell in a doze , and half awake I heard 
The parson taking wide and wider sweeps, 

Now harping on the church commissioners, 

Now hawking at Geolog) and schism , 
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Until I woke, and found him settled down 

Upon the general decay of faith 

Right thro’ the world, ‘at home was little left, 

And none abroad there was no anchor, none. 

To hold by ’ Francis, laughing, dapt his hand 
On Everard’s shoulder, with ‘ I hold by him ’ 

‘And I,’ quoth Everard, ‘by the wassail bowl ’ 

‘Why yes,’ I said, ‘we knew your gift that way 
At college but another which you had, 

I mean of verse (for so we held it then), 

What came of that^’ ‘You know,’ said trank, ‘he 
burnt 

His epic, his King Arthur, some twelve books 
And then to me demanding why ? ‘ Oh, sir, 

He thought that nothing new was said, or else 
Something so said 'twas nothing— that a truth 
Looks freshest in the fashion of the da) 

God knows he has a mint of reasons ask 
It pleased me well enough ’ ‘ Nay, nay,’ said Hall, 

‘ Why take the style of those heroic times ? 
hor nature brings not back the Mastodon, 

Nor we those times, and why should any man 
Remodel models ? these twelve books of mine 
Were faint Homeric echoes, nothing worth. 

Mere chaff and draff, much better burnt ’ ‘ But I,’ 
Said Francis, ‘pick’d the eleventh from this hearth 
And have it keep a thing, its use will come 



I hoard it as a sugar plum for Holmes ’ 

He laugh’d, and I, tho’ sleepy, like a horse 
That hears the corn bin open, prick’d my ears , 
For I remember’d Everard’s college fame 
When we were Freslimen then at my request 
He brought it , and the poet little urged, 

But vMth some prelude of disparagement, 

Read, mouthing out his hollow oes and aes, 
Deep-chested music, and to this result 



MORTE D’ARTHUR 

So all day long the noise of battle roll’d 
Among the mountains by the winter sea , 

Until King Arthur’s table, man by man, 

Had fallen in Lyonnesse about their Lord, 

King Aithur then, because his wound was deep, 
I he bold Sir Bedivere uplifted him. 

Sir Bedivere, the last of all his knights, 

And bore him to a chapel nigh the field, 

A broken chancel with a broken cross, 

1 hat stood on a dark strait of barren land 
On one side lay the Ocean, and on one 
Lay a great \\ater, and the moon vas full 

Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere 
‘ The sequel of to day unsolders all 
The goodliest fellowship of famous knights 
Whereof this world holds record Such a sleep 
They sleep— the men I loved I think that we 
Shall never more, at any future time, 



AfO/lTE D' ARTHUR 


357 


Delight our souls with talk of knightly deeds, 
Walking about the gardens and the halls 
Of Camelot, as in the days that were 
I perish by this people which I made,— 

Tho’ Merlin sware that I should come again 
To rule once more— but let what will be, be, 

I am so deeply smitten thro' the helm 
That without help I cannot last till morn 
Thou therefore take my brand Excalibur, 

Which was my pride for thou rememberest how 
In those old days, one summer noon, an arm 
Rose up from out the bosom of the hke. 

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful. 
Holding the sword— and how I row'd across 
And took it, and have worn it, like a king 
And, wheresoever I am sung or told 
In aftertime, this also shall be known 
But now delay not take Excalibur, 

And fling him far into the middle mere 
Watch what thou seest, and lightly bring me word ’ 

1 0 him replied the bold Sir Bedivere 
‘ It IS not meet. Sir King, to leave thee thus. 
Aidless, alone, and smitten thro’ the helm 
A little thing may harm a wounded man 
Yet I thy best will all perform at full, 

Watch what I see, and lightly bring thee word ’ 

VOL. I s 
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So saying, from the ruin’d shrine he stept 
And in the moon athwart the place of tombs, 
Where lay the mighty bones of ancient men, 

Old knights, and over them the sea wind sang 
Shrill, chill, w ith flakes of foam He, stepping down 
By zig zag paths, and juts of pointed rock, 

Came on the shining levels of the lake 


There drew he forth the brand Excalibur, 
And o’er him, drawing it, the winter moon, 
Brightening the skirts of a long cloud, ran forth 
And sparkled keen with frost against the hilt 
For all the haft twinkled with diamond sparks. 
Myriads of topaz lights, and jacinth work 
Of subtlest jewellery He gazed so long 
That both his eyes were dazzled, as he stood, 
This way and that dividing the swift mind. 

In act to throw but at the last it seem’d 
Better to leave Excalibur conceal’d 
There in the many knotted waterflags. 

That whistled stiff and dry about the marge 
So strode he back slow to the wounded King 


Then spake King Arthur to Sir Bedivere 
‘ Hast thou perform’d my mission which I gave ? 
What IS It thou hast seen? or what hast heard?’ 
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And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere 
‘ I heard the ripple washing in the reeds, 

\nd the wild water lapping on the crag ’ 

To whom replied King Arthur, faint and pale 
‘ Thou hast betray’d thj nature and thy name. 
Not rendering true answer as beseem d 
1 h} fealt), nor like a noble knight 
For surer sign had follow’d, either hand, 

Or voice, or else a motion of the mere 
This IS \ shameful thing for men to he 
Yet now, I charge thee, quickl) go again 
As thou art lief and dear, and do the thing 
I bad thee, watch, and lightly bring me word 

Then went Sir Bedivere the second time 
Across the ridge, and paced beside the mere. 
Counting the dewy pebbles, fix’d in thought , 

But when he saw the wonder of the hilt, 

How curiously and strangely chased, he smote 
His palms together, and he cried aloud 

‘ And if indeed I cast the brand away, 

Surely a precious thing, one worthy note, 

Should thus be lost for ever from the earth. 

Which might have pleased the eyes of many men. 
What good should follow this, if this were done? 
What harm, undone ? deep harm to disobey, 
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Seeing obedience is the bond of lule 
Were it well to obey then, if a king demand 
An act unprofitable, against himself^ 

The King is sick, ^nd knons not wlnt he does 

hat record, oi uhat relic of my lord 
Should be to iftertime, but empty breath 
And rumours of a doubt? but ^^erc this kept 
Stored in some treasure house of mighty kings, 
Some one might show it at a joust of arms, 
Saying, “King Arthur’s sword, Fxcalibur 
Wrought by the lonel) maiden of the I ike 
Nine )ears she wrought it, sitting in the deeps 
Upon the hidden bases of the hills ” 

So might some old man speak in the aftertime 

To all the people, winning reverence 

But now much honour and much fame were lost 

So spake he, clouded with his own conceit, 
And hid Excalibur the second time, 

\nd so strode back slow to the wounded King 

Then spoke King Arthur, breathing heavilj 
‘What is It thou hast seen? or what hast heard? 

And answer made the bold Sir Bedivere 
‘ I heard the water lapping on the crag, 

And the long npple washing in the reeds ’ 
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To whom replied King Arthur, much in wrath 
Ah, miserable and unkind, untrue, 

Unknightly, traitor hearted ' Woe is me ' 
Authority forgets a dying king. 

Laid widow’d of the power in his tyc 
1 hat bow’d the will I see thee what thou art, 
For thou, the latest left of all my knights, 

In whom should meet the offices of all. 

Thou wouldst betray me for the precious hilt, 
Either from lust of gold, or like a girl 
Valuing the giddy pleasure of the eyes 
Yet, for a man may fail in duty twice, 

And the third time may prosper, get thee hence 
But, if thou spare to fling Excalibur, 

I will arise and slay thee with my hands ’ 

Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and lan, 

And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged 
Among the bulrush beds, and clutch’d the sword, 
And strongly w heel’d and threw it 1 he great biand 
Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon, 
And flashing round and round, and whirl’d in an art h 
Shot like a streamer of the northern mom, 

Seen where the moving isles of winter shock 
By night, with noises of the northern sea 
So flash’d and fell the brand Excalibur 
But ere he dipt the surface, lose an arm 
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Clothed in white simite, mystic, wonderful, 

'Vnd caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him 
Three times, and drew him under in the mere 
\nd lightly went the other to the King 


Then spoke king Arthur, drawing thicker breath 
‘ Now set I b^ thine eyes that this is done 
Speak out what is it thou hast heard, or seen ?’ 

Vnd answer made the bold Sir Ktdivere 
‘Sir King, I closed mine eyelids, lest the gems 
Should blind my purpose, for I never saw. 

Nor shall see, here or elsewhere, till I die. 

Not tho’ I live three lives of mortal men, 

bo great a miriele as yonder hilt 

Ihen with both hands I flung him, wheeling him, 

But when I look d again, behold an arm. 

Clothed m w hite samite, mystic, wonderful, 

I hat caught him by the hilt, and brandish’d him 
Three times, and drew him under m the mere ’ 


And answer made King Arthur, breathing hard 
‘ My end draws mgh , ’tis time that I were gone 
Make broad thv shoulders to receive my weight, 
And bear me to the margin , yet I fear 
My wound hath taken cold, and I shall die ’ 
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So saying, from the pavement ht halt robt, 
Slowly, with pain, reclining on his arm, 

And looking wistfully with wide blue eyes 
As in a picture Him Sir Bedivere 
Remorsefully regarded thro’ his tears, 

And would have spoken, but he tound not words, 

1 hen took w ith care, and kneeling on one knee. 
O’er both his shoulders drew the languid hands, 
And rising bore him thro the place of tombs 

But, as he walk’d, King Arthur jianted hard, 
Like one that feels a nightmare on his bed 
When all the house is mute So sigh’d the King, 
Muttering and murmunng at his ear, ‘ Quick, quick ' 
I fear it is too late, and I shall die ’ 

But the other swiftly strode from ridge to ridge, 
Clothed with his breath, and looking, as he walk’d. 
Larger than human on the frozen hills 
He heard the deep behind him, and a cry 
Before His own thought drove him, like a goad 
Dry clash’d his harness in the icy caves 
And barren chasms, and all to left and right 
The bare black cliff clang’d round him, as he based 
His feet on juts of slippery crag that rang 
Sharp-smitten with the dint of armed heels— 

And on a sudden, lo > the level lake, ^ 

And the long glories of the winter moon 
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Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge, 
Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern, 

Beneath them , and descending they were ware 
T hat all the decks were dense with stately forms 
Black stoled, black hooded, like a dream— by these 
Three Queens with erowns of gold— and from them lose 
A cry that shiver’d to the tingling stars. 

And, as it were one voice, an agony 
Of lamentation, like a wind, that shrills 
All night in a waste land, where no one comes. 

Or hath come, since the making of the world 

Then murmur’d Arthur, ‘Place me m the barge,’ 
And to the barge they came There those three Queens 
Put forth their hands, and took the King, and wept 
But she, that rose the tallest of them all 
And fairest, laid his head upon her lap. 

And loosed the shatter’d casque, and chafed his hands. 
And call’d him by his name, complaining loud. 

And dropping bitter tears against his brow 
Striped with dark blood for all his face was white 
And colourless, and like the wither’d moon 
Smote by the fresh beam of the springing east , 

And all his greaves and cuisses dash’d with drops 
Of onset , and the light and lustrous curls— 

That made his forehead like a rising sun 

High from the dais throne- -were parch’d with dust, 
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Or, clotted into points and hanging loose, 

Mix’d with the knightly growth that fringed his lipij 
So like 1 shatter’d column lay the King , 

Not like that Arthur who, with lance in rest, 
hrom spur to plume a star of tournament. 

Shot thro’ the lists at Camelot, and charged 
Before the eyes of ladies and of kings 

Then loudly cried the bold Sir Bedivere, 

‘Ah' my Lord Arthur, whither shall I go 
Where shall I hide my forehead and my eyes ? 

For now I see the true old times are dead, 

When every morning brought a noble chance, 

And every chance brought out a noble knight 
Such times have been not since the light that led 
The holy Elders with the gift of myrrh 
But now the whole round table is dissolved 
Which was an image of the mighty world , 

And I, the last, go forth companionless. 

And the davs darken round me, and the years. 

Among new men, strange faces, other minds ’ 

And slowly answered Arthur from the barge 
‘The old order changeth, yielding place to new, 

And God fulfils Himself in many ways, 

Lest one good custom should corrupt the world 
Comfort thyself what comfort is in me ? 
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I have lived my life, and that which I have done 
\Iaj He within Himself make pure ' but thou, 

If thou shouldst never see my face again, 

Pray for my soul More things are wrought by prayer 
I han this world dreams of Wherefore, let thy voice 
Rise like a fountain for me night and day 
For what are men better than sheep or goats 
That nourish a blind life within the brain, 

If, knowing God, they lift not hands of prayer 
Both for themselves md those who call them friend? 
For so the whole round earth is every way 
Bound by gold chains about the foet of God 
But now farewell I am going a long way 
With these thou seest if indeed I go— 

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt) 

To the island valley of Avilion , 

Where falls not hail, or ram, or any show, 

Nor ever wind blows loudl) , but it lies 
Deep meadow’d, happy, fair with orchard lawns 
And bowery hollows crown'd with summer sea, 

Where I will heal me of my grievous wound ’ 

So said he, and the barge with oar and sail 
Moved from the brink, like some full breasted swan 
That, fluting a wild carol ere her death, 

Ruffles her pure cold plume, and takes the flood 
With swarthy webs Long stood Sir Bedivere 
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Revolving many memories, till the hull 
look’d one black dot against the verge of dawn, 

Vnd on the mere the wailing died T-waj 

Here ended Hall, and our last light, th u long 
Had wink’d and threaten d darkness, flaied and fell 
At which the Pirson, sent to sleep with sound, 

And waked with silence, gi unted ‘Good ’’ but we 
bat rapt it was the tone with which he read - 
Perhaps some modern touches here and there 
Redeem’d it from the charge of nothingness - 
Or else we loved the man, and prized his work , 

I know not but we sitting, as 1 said, 

The cock crew loud , as at that time of )ear 
1 he lustv bird takes every hour for dawn 
1 hen Francis, muttering, like a map ill used, 

‘There now- -that’s nothing drew a little back, 

Vnd drove his heel into the smoulder’d log, 

1 hat sent a blast of sparkles up the flue 
And so to bed , where yet m sleep I seem’d 
To sail with Arthur under looming shores. 

Point after point , till on to dawn, when dreams 
Begin to feel the truth and stir of day, 

To me, methought, who waited with a crowd. 

There came a bark that, blowing forward, bore 
^Kmg Arthur, like a modern gentleman 
Of stateliest port , and all the people cried, 
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‘ Arthur is come again he cannot die ’ 

Thfn those that stood ujicn the hills behind 
Repeated- ‘Come again, and thrice as fair,’ 
And, further inhnd, \oices echo’d- ‘Come 
With all good things, and ^\ar shall be no more 
At this a hundred bells began to peal, 

That with the sound I woke, and heard indeed 
The clear church bells ring in the Christmas morn 
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I HIS morning is the morning of the day, 
When I and Eustace from the city went 
To see the Gardener’s Daughter, I and he, 
Brothers in Art , a friendship so complete 
Portion’d in halves between us, that we grew 
1 he fable of the city where we dwelt 

My Eustace might have sat for Hercules , 
So muscular he spread, so broad of breast 
He, by some law that holds in love, and draws 
The greater to the lesser, long desired 
A certain miracle of symmetry, 

A miniature of loveliness, all grace 
Summ’d up and closed in little,— Juliet, she 
So light of foot, so light of spirit— oh, she 
To me myself, for some three careless moons, 
The summer pilot of an empty heart 
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Unto the shores of nothing * Know you not 
^Such touches are but embassies of love, 

To tamper with the feelings, ere he found 
F mpire for life ^ but Eustace punted her 
And said to me, she sitting with us then, 

‘When will paint like this?’ and I replied, 
(My words were half in earnest, half in jest,) 

‘ I is not j'our w ork, but I ove’s Love, unperceived, 
A more ideal Artist he than all. 

Came, drew your pencil from you, made those eyes 
Darker than darkest pansies, and that hair 
More black than ashbuds in the front of March ’ 
And Juliet answer’d laughing, ‘Go and see 
The Gardener’s daughter trust me, after that, 

You scarce can fail to match his masterpiece ’ 

\nd up we rose, and on the spur we went 

Not wholly in the busy world, nor quite 
Beyond it, blooms the garden that I love 
News from the humming city comes to it 
In sound of funeral or of marriage bells , 

And, sitting muffled m dark leaves, you hear 
1 he windy clanging of the minster clock , 

Although between it and the garden lies 
A league of grass, wash’d by a slow broad stream. 
That, stirr’d with languid pulses of the oar, 

Waves all its lazy lilies, and creeps on, 
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Barge laden, to three arches of a bridge 
Crown’d with the minster towers 

The fields between 

Vre dewj fresh, browsed by deep iiddtr’d kme 
\nd 'll! about the I uge lime feathers low, 

Ihe lime a summer home of murmurous wings 

In that still place she, hoarded m herself, 

Grew, seldom seen , not less among us lived 
Her fame from lip to lip Who had not heard 
Of Rose, the Gardener’s daughter Where was he. 
So blunt in memory, so old at heart. 

At such a distance from his youth in grief. 

That, having seen, forgot? Ihc common mouth, 
So gross to express delight, in praise of her 
Grew oratory Such a lord is Love, 

And Beauty such a mistress of the world 

And if I said that Fanc), led by Love, 

Would play with flying forms and images, 

Yet this is also true, that, long before 
I look’d upon her, when I heard her name 
My heart was like a prophet to my heart. 

And told me I should love A crowd of hopes. 
That sought to sow themselves like winged seeds. 
Born out of everything I heard and saw. 

Flutter’d about my senses and my soul , 
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'^nd vague desirts, like fitful blasts of balm 
To one that travels quickly, made the air 
Of I ife delicious, and all kinds of thought, 

That verged upon them, sweeter than the dream 
Dream’d b> a happy man, when the dark East, 
Unseen, is brightening to his biidal morn 

And sure this orbit of the memory folds 
For cvei in itself the day we went 
To see her All the land in flowery squares, 
Beneath a broad and equal blowing wind. 

Smelt of the coming summer, as one large cloud 
Drew downward but all else of heaven was pure 
Up to the Sun, and May from verge to verge. 

And May with me from head to heel And now. 
As tho’ ’twere yesterda), as tho’ it were 
The hour just flown, that morn with all its sound, 
(For those old Mays had thrice the life of these,) 
Rings in mine ears The steer foigot to graze, 
And, where the hedge row cuts the pathway, stood, 
Leaning his horns into the neighbour field. 

And lowing to his fellows From the woods 
Came voices of the well-contented doves 
The lark could scarce get out his notes for joy, 

But shook his song together as he near’d 
His happy home, the ground To left and right, 
The cuckoo told his name to all the hills , 
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The mellow ouzel fluted in the elm , 

The redcap whistled , and the nightingale 
Sang loud, as tho’ he were the bird of day 


And Eustace turn’d, and smiling said to me, 

‘ Hear how the bushes echo ' by my life, 

These birds have joyful thoughts Think you they 
sing 

Like poets, from the vanity of song ? 

Or have they any sense of why they sing ? 

And would they praise the heavens for what they 
have?’ 

And I made answer, ‘ Were there nothing else 
Tor which to praise the heavens but only love, 

That only love were cause enough for praise ’ 


Lightly he laugh’d, as one that read my 
thought, 

And on we went , but ere an hour had pass’d. 

We reach’d a meadow slanting to the North , 

Down which a w ell worn pathway courted us 
To one green wicket in a privet hedge , 

This, yielding, gave into a grassy walk 
1 hro’ crowded lilac ambush trimly pruned , 

And one warm pst, full fed with perfume, blew 

Beyond u^, as we enter’d in the cool 

VOL I f 
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1 he garden stretches southward In the midst 
A cedar spread his dark green layers of shade 
The garden glasses glanced, and momently 
I he twinkling laurel scatter’d silver lights 


‘ hustace,’ I said, ‘ this wonder keeps the house ’ 
He nodded, but a moment afterwards 
He cried, Look ' look Before he ceased I 
turn’d, 

And, ere a star can wink, beheld her there 


I or up the porch there grew an Eastern rose, 
That, flowering high, the last night’s gale had 
caught. 

And blown acioss the walk One arm aloft— 
(lown’d m pure white, that fitted to the shape- 
Holding the bush to fix it back, she stood, 

A single stream of all her soft brown hair 
Pourd on one side the shadow of the flowers 
Stole all the golden gloss, and, wavering 
I ovingl) lower, trembled on her waist-— 

Ah, happy shade— and still went wavering down, 
But, ere it •touch’d a foot, that might have danced 
The greensward into greener circles, dipt, 

\nd mix’d with shadows of the common ground ' 
But the full day dwelt on her brows and sunn’d 
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Htr violet Lyes, and all her Hebe bloom 
\nd doubled his own warmth against hti lijis, 
\nd on the bounteous wave of such a breast 
Vs never pencil drew Half light, half shade 
bhe stood a sight to make an old man voun^ 

^0 rapt, we near’d the house but she, a Rose 
In roses, mingled with her fragrant toil, 

Nor heard us come, nor from her tendani e turn d 
Into the world without , till elose at hand, 

And almost ere I knew mine own intent, 

Ihis murmur broke the stillness ot that air 
Which brooded round about her 

‘ \h, one rose, 

One rose, but one, by those fair fingers cull’d. 
Were worth a hundred kisses jiress’d on lijis 
1 ess exquisite than thine ’ 

bhe look’d but all 

Suifiiscd with blushes— neither self possess’d 
Noe startled, but betwixt this mood and that. 
Divided m a graceful quiet— paused. 

And dropt the branch she held, and turning, wound 
Her looser hair in braid, and stirr’d her lips 
f or some sweet answer, tho’ no answer came. 

Nor yet refused the rose, but granted it, 

And moved away, and left me, statue like. 

In act to render thanks 
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I, that \vhole day, 

Saw her no more, altho I linger’d there 
Till every daisy slept, and Love’s white stai 
Beam’d thro’ the thicken’d cedar in the dusk 


So home we went, and all the livelong way 
With solemn gibe did Eustace banter me 
‘Now,’ said ht, ‘will you climb the top of A.rt 
You cannot fail but work in hues to dim 
The Titianic Flora Will you match 
My Juliet^ )ou, not you,— the Master, Love, 
A more ideil Artist he than all ’ 


So home I went, but could not sleep for joy, 
Reading her perfect features m the gloom, 
Kissing the rose she gave me o’er and o’er, 

And shaping faithful record of the glance 
That graced the giving— such a noise of life 
Swarm’d in the golden present, such a voice 
Call’d to me from the years to come, and such 
A length of bright hon/on rimnVd the dark 
And all that night I heard the watchman peal 
The sliding season all that night I heard 
The heavy clocks knolling the drowsy hours 
The drowsy hours, dispensers of all good, 

O’er the mute city stole with folded wings, 
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Distilling odours on me as they went 
To greet their fairer sisters of the East 

Love at first sight, iirst born, and hen to all, 
Made this night thus Henceforward squall nor 
storm 

Could keep me from that fden whert she dwelt 
Light pretexts drew me , sometimes a Dutch love 
For tulips , then for roses, moss or musk, 
lo grace my eitj looms, or fruits ind eream 
Served m the weeping elm , md more and more 
\ word could bring the colour to my cheek , 

A thought would fill my eyes with happy dew , 
Love trebled life within me, and with each 
The year mcieased 

1 he daughters of the year, 
One after one, thro’ that still girden passd , 

Each garlanded with her peeuhar flower 
Dancfed into light, and died into the sh ide 
And each in passing touch’d with some new 
grace 

Or seem’d to touch her, so that day by day, 

Like one that never can be wholly known, 

Her beauty grew , till Autumn brought an hour 
For hustace, when I heard his deep ‘ I will,’ 
Breathed, like the covenant of a God, to hold 
From thence thro’ all the worlds but I rose up 
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Full of his bliss, and following her dark eyes 
Felt eaith as air beneath me, till i reach’d 
1 he wicket gate, and found her standing there 

(here sat v^e down upon i garden mound, 
hvomutinll) enfolded, Love, the third, 

Between us, in the circle of his arms 
Lnwound us both , ind over many a range 
Of waning lime the giay cathedral towers. 

Across a ha^y glimmer of the west. 

Reveal’d their shining windows from them clash’d 
Ihe bells, we listen’d, with the time we play’d, 
We spoke ot other things , we coursed about 
Ihe subject most at heart, more neai and neai, 
Like doves about a dovei ote, wheeling round 
The central wish, until we settled theie 

I hen, in that time and place, I spoke to her, 
Requiring, tho 1 knew it was mine own. 

Yet for the pleasure that I took to heai, 

Requinn^f at her hand the greatest gilt, 

A woman’s heirt, the hent ol hei I loved, 

And in that time and place she answer’d me. 

And m the compass of three little words, 

More musical than ever came in one, 

The silver fragments of a broken voice, 

Made me most happy, faltering, ‘ I am thine 
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Shall I cease here ? Is this enough to sa) 

That my desire, like all strongest hopes, 

By Its o^^n energy fulfill’d itself, 

Merged m completion ? W ould you learn at full 
How passion rose thro’ circumstantial grades 
Beyond all grades develop’d ? and indeed 
1 had not staid so long to tell >011 all, 

But while I mused lame Memory with sad eyes, 
Holding the folded annals of my youth , 

And while I mused, J ovewith knit brows went by, 
And with a flying finger swept my lijis, 

And spake, ‘ Be wise not easily forgiven 
Are those, who setting wide the doors tint bir 
The secret bridal chambers of the heart. 

Let in the day ’ Here, then, my words have end 

Yet might I tell of meetings, of farewells— 

Of that which came between, more sweet than each. 
In whispers, like the whispers of the leaves 
lhat tremble round a nightingale— in sighs 
Which perfect Joy, perplex’d for utterance, 

Stole from her sister Sorrow Might I not tell 
Of difference, reconcilement, pledges given. 

And vows, where there was never need of vows. 

And kisses, where the heart on one wild leap 
Hung tranced from all pulsation, as above 
The heavens between their fairy fleeces pale 



28 o the GARDENER'S daughter 

Sow'd all their mystic gulfs vith fleeting stars , 

Or while the balmy glooming, crescent lit, 

Spread the light haze along the river shores, 

And m the hollows , or as once we met 
Unheedful, tho’ beneath a whispering ram 
Night slid down one long stream of sighing wind. 
And in her bosom bore the baby, Sleep 

But this whole hour your eyes have been intent 
On that veil’d picture— veil’d, for what it holds 
May not be dwelt on by the common day 
This prelude has prepared thee Raise thy soul , 
Make thine heart ready with thine eyes the time 
Is come to raise the veil 

Behold her there. 

As I beheld her ere she knew my heart. 

My first, last love , the idol of my youth, 

The darling of my manhood, and, alas ' 

Now the most blessed memory of mine age 
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With farmer Allan at the tirm rbode 
William and Dora. William was his son, 

And she his nitce He often look’d at them, 

And often thought, ‘ I’ll make them min ind wife ’ 
Now Dora felt her uncle’s will in ill, 

And yearn’d toward Williim , but the )outh, because 
He had been always with her in the house, 

Thought not of Dora 

Then there eame a diy 
When \llin call’d his son, and said, ‘ My son 
I manied late, but I would wish to see 
My grandchild on my knees before I die 
\nd I have set my heart upon i match 
Now therefore look to Dora she is well 
To look to , thrifty too beyond her igc 
She IS my brother’s daughter he and I 
Had once hard words, and parted, and he died 
In foreign lands , but for his sake I bred 
His daughter Dora take her for your wife , 

^'or I have wish’d this marriage, night and day. 
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tor many years ’ But William answer d short , 
‘ I cannot marry Dora , b) my life, 

1 will not nnrry Dora ’ Then the old man 
Was wroth, and doubled up his hands, and said 
‘ Vou will not, boy ' you dire to answer thus ' 
But in my time a father’s wortf was law, 

And so It shall be now for me I ook to it , 
Consider, William take a month to think. 

And let me have an answei to my wish , 

Or, by the I oid that made me, you shall pack 
\nd never more darken my doors again ’ 

But William answer’d madly, bit his lips, 

And broke away 1 he more he look’d it hei 
The less he liked her , and his ways were harsh , 
But Dora bore them meekly 1 hen before 
The month was out he left his father’s house. 
And hired himself to work within the fields , 

And half in love, half spite, he woo’d and wed 
\ labourer’s daughter, Mary Morrison 

1 hen, when the bells were ringing, Allan calld 
His niece and said ‘ My girl, I love you well , 
But if you speak with him that was my son. 

Or change a word with her he calls his wife, 

My home is none of yours My w ill is law ’ 

\nd Dora promised, being meek She tihought, 

‘ It cannot be mv uncle’s mind will change *' 
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And dajs went on, and theie was born a bo> 
1 0 William , then distresses came on him , 

\nd day bj day he pass’d his father’s gate, 
Heart broken, and his father help d him not 
But Dora stored \\hat littk she ceuld save, 

\nd sent it them by stealth, nor did theiyi know 
Who sent it , till U last i fever seized 
On William, md in harvest time he died 

Ihen Dora went to Mar) Mar) sat 
Vnd look’d with tears upon her bo), ind thought 
H ird things of Dora Dora came and sud 

l have obe) d my unde until now, 

And I liave sinn’d, for it was all thro’ me 
I his evil came on William at the first 
But, Mar), for the sake of him that’^ gone, 

\nd for your sake, the wonnn that he chose. 

And for this orphan, I am tome to you 

You know there has not been for these hve )ears 

So full a harvest let me take the bo), 

And I will set him in my unde’s eye 
Among the wheat , that when his heart h glad 
Of the full harvest, he may see the boy, 

And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone 

And Dora took the child, and wfent her, way 
Across the wheat, and sat upon a mound 
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That ^\as; unsown, where many poppies grew 
Far ofT the farmer camt into the held 
And spied her not , for none of all his men 
Dare tell him Dora waited with the child 
And Dora would have risen and gone to him, 

But her heart fail’d her, and the reapers rei])d, 
And the sun fell, and all the land was d irk 

But when the morrow caflnt, she rose and took 
I he child once more, and sat upon the mound , 
\nd made a little wreath of all the floweis 
That grew about, and tied it lound his hat 
To make him pleasing in her uncle’s e}e 
Then when the farmer pass’d into the field 
He spied her, and he left his men at work, 

And came and said ‘ Where were you yesterday ^ 
W^hose child is that ^ W’hat are )ou aoing here 
So Dora cast her e) es upon the ground. 

And answer’d softly, ‘ I his is W ilhams child ’’ 
‘And did I not,’ said Allan, ‘did I not 
horbid >ou, Dora?’ Dora said again 
‘ Do with me as you will, but take the child, 

And bless him for the sake of him that’s gone 
And Allan said, ‘ I see it is a trick 
Ciot up betwixt )ou and the woman there 
I must be taught my dut), and by you ' 

\ ou knew my word was law, and yet you dared 
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1 0 slight It VVell~loi 1 will take the boy , 

But go you hence, and never see me more 

bo saying, he took the boy that cried aloud 
\nd struggled hard The wreath of flowers fell 
\t Dora’s feet She bow’d upon her hands, 

\nd the boy’s cry came to her from the field, 

More and more distant She bow d down her head, 
Remembering the day when first she came, 

Vnd all the things that had been She bow’d down 
Vnd wept in secret , and the reapers reap’d. 

And the sun fell, and all the land was dark 

Then Dora went to Mar\ s house, and stood 
Upon the threshold Mary saw the boy 
Was not with Dora She broke out m jiraisc 
lo God, that help’d her in her widowhood 
And Dora said, ‘ My uncle took the boy , 

But, Mary, let me live and work with you 
He sqys that he will never sec me more ’ 

1 hen answer’d Mary, ‘ 1 his shall never be. 

That thou shouldst take my trouble on thyself 
Vnd, now I think, he shall not have the boy. 

For he will teach him hardness, and to slight 
His mother , therefore thou and I will go. 

And I will have my boy, and bring- him home , 

And I will beg of him to take thee back 
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But if he will not take thee back again, 

I hen thou and I will live within one house, 

And work for William’s child, until ht grows 
Of age to help us ’ 

So the women kiss’d 
Each other, and set out, and reach’d the farm 
The door was off the latch the) peep’d, and saw 
The boy set up betwixt his grandsire’s knees. 

Who thrust him in the hollows of his arm, 

And clapt him on the hands and on the checks, 

J ike one that loved him and the lad stretch’d out 
And babbled for the golden seal, that hung 
1 rom Mian’s wat( h, and sparkled by the fire 
I hen they came in but when the boy beheld 
His mother, he cried out to come to her 
And Allan set him down, and Mary said 

‘0 Father - if you let mt < ill you so— 

I never came a begging for myself. 

Or William, or this ( hild but now I ( ome 
For Dora take her back she loves \ou well 

0 Sir, when William died he died at peijce 
U’lth all men , for I tsk’d him, and he said, 

He could not ever rue his marrying me- 

1 had been a patient wife but, Sir, he said 
That he was wrong to cross his father thus 

“God bless him > ” he said, "and may he never know 
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The troubles 1 have gone thro’ ' ” Then ht turn d 
His face and pass’d— unhappy that I am ' 

But now, Sir, let me have my bo), for you 
Will make him hard, and ht will karn to slight 
His fathei’s memory, and take Dora back, 

And let all this be as it wras before ’ 

ho Mar) said, and Dora hid her face 
By Mar) I here was siknct in the room , 

And all at ontt the old man burst in sobs - 

‘ I have been to blame— to blame I have kill’d 
my son 

I have kill’d him- but I loved him— my dear son 
May God forgive me ' — 1 have bttn to blame 
kiss me, my children ’ 

1 hen they clung about 
The old man s neck, and kiss’d him many times 
And all the man was broken with remorse , 

And all his love came back a hundredfold , 

And for three hours he sobb’d o’er Whlliam s child 
I hinking of William 

So those four abode 

Within one house together, and as years 
Went forward, Mary t09k another mate ; 

But Dora lived unmarried till her deatK 
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1 HF Bull, the Fleece are cnmm’d, and not i room 
For love or mone> I tt us pitnic there 
\t Audley C ourt ’ 

I spoke, uhile Audley feist 
Hunim’d like \ hive ill round the nirro\s quay, 
lo Grinds, with i basket on his irm, 

To hranns just alighted Irom the bo it, 

\nd breathing of the sei ‘ W ith ill my heart ’ 

Slid 1 iincis 1 hen we shoulder’d thro’ the swarm, 
\nd rounded by the stillness of the beach 
1 0 where the bay runs up its latest horn 

We left the dying ebb that fiintl) lipp’d 
I he flat red granite , so by minj a sweep 
Of mtldow smooth from aftermath we reach’d 
The griffin guarded gates, and pass’d thro’ all 
1 he pillar’d dusk of sounding sycamores, 

And cross’d the garden to the gardener’s lodge, 

With all Its cements bedded, and its walls 
And chimneys muffled in the leafy vine 
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There, on a slope of orchard, Francis laid 

\ damask napkin wrought with horse and hound 
Brought out a dusky loaf that smelt of home. 

And, half-cut down, a pasty cost!) made, 

IVhere quail and pigeon, lark and leveret lay, 

I ike fossils of the rock, with golden yolks 
Imbedded and injellied, last, with these, 

\ flask of cider from his fathers vats, 

Prime, which I knew, and so wc sat and eat 
And talk’d old matters over, who was dead. 

Who married, who was like to be, and how 
The races went, and who would rent the hall 
Ihen touch’d upon the game, how scaree it was 
Phis season, glancing thena, discuss’d the faim, 

1 he four field system, and the price of gram 
And struck upon the corn laws, where we split 
And came again together on the king 
With heated faces , till he laugh’d aloud , 

And, while the blackbird on the pippin hung 
To hear him, clapt his hand in mine and sang— 

‘ Oh ' who would fight and march and countermarch, 
Be shot for sixpence in a battle-field. 

And shovell’d up into some bloody trench 
Where no one knows ? but let me live my life 

‘ Oh ' who would cast and balance at a desk. 
Perch’d like a crow upon a three legg’d atool, 
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Till all his juice is dried, and all his joints 
Are full of chalk ? but let me live my life 

‘ Who’d sei-ve the state ? for if I carved my name 
Upon the cliffs that guard my native land, 

I might as well have traced it in the sands , 

The sea wastes all but let me live my life 
‘Oh ' a\ho would love? I woo’d a woman once, 
But she was sharper than an eastern wind. 

And all my heart turn’d from her, as a thoin 
Turns from the sea , but let me live mj life ’ 

He sang his song, and I replied with mine 
I found It in a volume, all of songs, 

Knock’d down to me, when old Sir Robert’s pride. 
His books— the more the pitj, so I said— 

Came to the hammer here in March— and this— 

I set the words, and added names I knew 

‘ Sleep, Ellen Aubrey, sleep, and dream of me 
Sleep, Ellen, folded m thy sister’s arm. 

And sleeping, haply dream her arm is mine 
‘ Sleep, Ellen, folded in Emilia’s arm , 

Emilia, fairer than all else but thou, 

For thou art fairer than all else that is 

‘ Sleep, breathing health and peace upon her breast 
Sleep, breathing love and trust against her lip 
I go to night I come to morrow mom 
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‘I go, but I return I \\ould I ^\crc 
I he pilot of the darkness and the dream 
Sleep, tllen Aiibre>, love, and dream of me ’ 

So smg we each to either, hraneis Hale, 

Ihe farmer’s son, who lived across the ba), 

\Ij friend and I, that having wherewithal. 

And in the fallow leisure of my life 
A rolling stone of here and everywhere, 

Did what I would, but ere the night we rose 
And saunter’d home beneath a moon, that, just 
In crescent, dimly rain’d about the leaf 
1 wilights of airy silver, till we reach’d 
The limit of the hills, and as we sank 
Prom rock to rock upon the glooming qua>, 

1 he town was hush’d beneath us lower down 
The bay was oily ealm , the harboui buoy, 

Sole star of phosphorescence in the calm, 

With one green sparkle ever and anon 
Dipt by Itself, and we were glad at heart 
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John I’m glad I walk’d How fresh the meadows 
look 

Above the river, and, but a month ago, 

The whole hill side was redder than a to\ 

Is yon plantation where this byway joins 
I he turnpike ? 
fanm Yes 

John And when does this come b) ? 

Jams The mail At one o’clock 
John What is it now ? 

James A quarter to 

John Whose house is that I sec ? 

No, not the County Member’s wath the vane 
Up higher with the yew tree by it, and half 
A score of gables 

Janus 1 hat ? Sir Edward Head’s 

But he’s abroad the place is to be sold 
John Oh, his He was not broken 
James No, sir, he. 

Vex’d with a morbid devil in his blood 



WALKING TO THE MAIL 


293 


That veil’d the world ^\lth jaundice, hid his hcc 
hrom all men, and commercing with himself. 

He lost the sense that handles duly life™ 
rhat keeps us all m order more or less— 

\nd sick of home went overseas for change 

John And whither? 

James Niy, who knows ^ he’s here and there 
But let him go , his devil goes with him, 

\s well as with his tenant, Jocky Dawes 

John What’s that ? 

James You saw the man— on Mondaj, was it?— 
I here by the humpback’d willow , half stands up 
And bristles , half has fall’n and made a bridge 
And there he caught the younker tickling trout— 
Caught tn flagrante -what’s the Latin word? - 
Delido but his house, for so they say, 

Was haunted with a jolly ghost, that shook 
I he curt nils, whined in lobbies, tapt at doors, 

Vnd riinimagcd like a rat no servant stay’d 
1 he farmer vest packs up his beds and chairs, 

Vnd all his household stuff, and with his boy 
Betwixt his knees his wife upon the tilt. 

Sets out, and meets a friend who hails him, ‘ What ' 
You’re flitting ’’ ‘ Yes, we’re flitting,’ says the ghost 
(For th^y had pack’d the thing among the beds ) 

‘Oh well,’ says he, ‘you fluting with us too— 
jack, turn the horses’ heads and home again ’ 
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John He left Im \\ife behind , for so 1 heird 
Janm He left her, yes I met my hdy once 
A woman like a butt, and harsh as crabs 
John Oh yet but I remember, ten years back— 
’Tis now at least ten years— and then she was— 

You could not light upon a sweeter thing 
A body slight and round, and like a pear 
In growing, modest eyes, a hand, a foot 
Lessening m jierfect cadence, and a skin 
As clean and white as privet when it flowers 
Janm \y, ay, the blossom fades, and they that 
loved 

At first like dove and dove were cat and dog 
She was the daughter of a cottager. 

Out of her sphere What betwixt shame and pride, 
New things and old, himself and her, she sour d 
To what she is a nature never kind ' 

Like men, like manners like breeds like, they 
say 

kind nature is the best those manners next 
That fit us like a nature second hand , 

Which are indeed the manners of the great 
John But I had heard it was this bill that past, 
And feai of change at home, that drove him heme 
James That was the last droj) m the cup of gall 
1 once was near him, when his bailiff brought 
\ Chartist pike You should have seen him winct 
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As from a venomous thing he thought himself 
A mark for all, and shudder’d, lest a cry 
Should break his sleep by night, and his nice eyes 
Should see the raw mechanic’s bloody thumbs 
Sweat on his blazon’d chairs , but, sir, you know 
That these two parties still divide the ^vorld - 
Of those that want, and those that have and still 
The same old sore breaks out from age to age 
With much the same result Now I myself, 

A Tory to the quick, was as a boy 
Destructive, when I had not what I would 
I was at school— a college in the South 
There lived a flayflmt near, we stole his fruit. 

His hens, his eggs, but there was law for us, 

We paid in person He had a sow, sir She, 

With meditative grunts of much content. 

Lay great with pig, wallowing in sun and mud 
By night we dragg’d her to the college tower 
From her warm bed, and up the corkscrew stair 
^Vith hand and rope we haled the groaning sow. 
And on the leads we kept her till she pigg’d 
Large range of prospect had the mother sow. 

And but for daily loss of one she loved 
As one by one we took them— but for this— 

As never sow was higher in this world— 

Might have been happy but what lot is pure ? 

We took them all, till she was left alone 
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Upon her tower, the Niobe of swine, 

\nd so return d unhrrow d to her sty 
John They found you out ? 
fames Not they 

John ^Vell—after all— 

What know we of the secret of a man ? 

His nerves were wrong What ails us, who are sound, 
That we should mimic this raw fool the world, 

Which charts us all in its coarse blacks or whites. 

As ruthless as a baby with a worm, 

As cruel as a schoolboy ere he grows 
To Pity— more from ignorance than will 

But put your best foot forward, or I fear 
That we shall miss the mail and here it comes 
With five at top as quaint a four in hand 
As you shall see— three pyebalds and a roan 



EDWIN MORRIS, 

OR, IHE LAKE 

0 ME, my pleasant rambles by the lake, 

My sweet, wild, fresh three quarters ul i )ear, 

My one Oasis in the dust and drouth 

Of city life ' I was a sketcher then 

See here, my doing curves of mountain, bridge, 

Boat, island, rums of a castle, built 

When men knew how to build, upon a loik 

AVith turiets lichen gilded like a rock 

Vnd here, new comcis in an ancient hold. 

New comers from the Mersey, millionaires. 

Here lived the Hills- a 1 udor ehimnied bulk 
Of mellow brickwork on an isle of bowers 

0 me, my pleasant rambles by the lake 
With Edwin Morris and with Edward Bull 
The curate , he was fatter than his cure 
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But Edv\in Moms, he that kne^\ the names, 
I ong learned names of agaric, moss and fern, 
Who forged a thousand theories of the rocks, 
Who taught me how to skate, to row, to swim, 
Who read me rhjmes elaborately good, 

His own— I call’d him Crichton, for he seem’d 
\11 perfect, finish’d to the finger nail 

And once I ask’d him of his early lift. 

And his first passion , and he answer’d me , 

And well his words became him was he not 
A full-cell’d honeycomb of eloquence 
Stored from all flowers ? Poet like he spoke 

‘ My love for Nature is as old as I , 

But thirty moons, one honeymoon to that, 

And three rich sennights more, my love for her 
My love for Nature and my love for her, 

Of different ages, like twin sisters grew, 

Twin sisters differently beautiful 
To some full music rose and sank the sun. 

And some full music seem’d to move and change 
With all the varied changes of the dark, 

And either twilight and the da/ between , 

For daily hope fulfill’d, to rise again 
Revolving toward fulfilment, made it sweet 
To walk, to sit, to sleep, to wake, to breathe ’ 
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Or this or something like to thb he spoke 
Then said the Tat faced curate Ldward Bull, 

‘I take It, God made the wonnn for the mm 
And for the good and increase of the world 
V pretty face is well, and this is well, 

To have a dame indoors, that trims us up. 

And keeps us tight, hut these unreal wajs 
Seem but the theme of writers, and indeed 
Worn threadbare Man is made ot solid stuff 
I sa), God made the woman for the man, 

\nd for the good and increase of the world ’ 

‘ Parson,’ said I, ‘you pitch the pipe too low 
But I have sudden touches, and can run 
My faith beyond my practice into his 
Tho’ if, in dancing after Letty Hill, 

I do not hear the bells upon my cap, 

I scarce have other music yet say on 
What should one give to light on such a dream 
I ask’d him half sardonicall) 

‘Give? 

Give all thou art,’ he answer’d, and a light 
Of laughter dimpled in his swarthy check , 

‘ I would have hid her needle in my heart. 

To save her little finger from a scratch 
No deeper than the skin my ears could hear 
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Her lightest breath , her least remark was wrorth 
The experience of the wise I went and came , 
Her voice fled always thro’ the summer land , 

I spoke her name alone Thrice happy days ' 
The flower of each, those moments when we met, 
The crown of all, we met to part no more ’ 

Were not his words delicious, I a beast 
To take them as I did ? but something jarr d 
Whether he spoke too largely, that there seem’d 
A touch of something false, some self conceit, 

Or over smoothness howsoe’er it was. 

He scarcely hit my humour, and I said 

‘Friend Fdwin, do not think yourself alone 
Of all men happy Shall not I ove to me, 

As m the I atm song I learnt at school, 

Sneeze out a full God bless you right and left ? 

But you can talk yours is a kindly vein 
I have, I think,— Heaven knows — as much 
within, 

H ivc, or should have, but for a thought or two, 
lhat like a purple beech among the greens 
I ooks out of place ’tis from no want in hci 
It IS my shyness or my self distrust. 

Or something of a wayward modern mind 
Dissecting passion rime will set me right ’ 



FDWIN MORRIS OR, THE LAKE 


301 


So spoke I knowing not the things that were 
Then said the fat faced curate, Edward Bull 
‘ God made the woman for the use of man, 

'Vnd for the good and increase of the world ’ 
And I and Edwin hughed and now we 
paused 

\bout the windings of the marge to hear 
Ihe soft wind blowing over meadowy holms 
4nd alders, garden isles , and now we left 
I he clerk behind us, I and he, and ran 
By ripply shallows of the lisping lake, 

Delighted with the freshness and the sound 

But, when the bracken rusted on their crags, 
My suit had wither’d, nipt to death by him 
That was a God, and is a law)er’s clerk. 

The rentroll Cupid of our rainy isles 
’Tis true, we met, one hour I had, no more 
She sent a note, the seal an File vous suit, 

Thd close, ‘ Your Letty, only yours and this 
I hrice underscored The friendly mist of morn 
Clung to the lake I boated over, ran 
My craft aground, and heard with beating heart 
T he Sweet Gale rustle round the shelving keel , 
And out I slept, and up I crept she moved, 

Like Proserpine in Enna, gathering flowers 
Then low and sweet I whistled thrice, and she. 
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She turn’d, we closed, we kiss’d, swore faith, 
breathed 

In some new planet i silent cousin stole 
Upon us and departed ‘ Leave,’ she cried, 

‘0 leave me >’ ‘Never, dearest, never here 
I brave the worst ’ and while we stood like fools 
Embracing, all at once a score of pugs 
And poodles yell’d within, and out they came 
Trustees and Aunts and Uncles ‘What, with 
him ' 

Go ’ (shrill’d the cotton spinning chorus) , ‘ him ' ’ 

I choked Again they shriek’d the burthen— ‘Him >’ 
Again with hands of wild rejection ‘ Go 
Girl, get you in >’ She went— and in one month 
They wedded her to sixty thousand pounds, 

To lands in Kent and messuages in York, 

And slight Sir Robert with his watery smile 
And educated whisker But for me. 

They set an ancient creditor to work 
It seems I broke a close with force and arms 
There came a mystic token from the king 
To greet the sheriff, needless courtesy ' 

I read, and fled by night, and flving turn’d 
Her taper glimmer’d in the lake below 
I turn’d once more, close button’d to the storm , 

So left the place, left Edwin nor have seen 
Him since, nor heard of her, nor cared to hear 
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Noi cared to hear> j>eihaps yet loiijj 
I have pardon’d little Letty , not indeed, 

It may be, for her own dear sake but this, 

She seems a part of those fresh days to me , 
Por in the dust and drouth of London life 
She moves among my visions of the lake, 
While the prime swallow dips his wing, or then 
While the gold hi) blows, and overhead 
The light cloud smoulders on the summer crag 
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Altho’ I be the basest of mankind, 

From scalp to sole one slough and crust of sin, 
Unfit for earth, unfit for heaven, scarce meet 
For troops of devils, mad with blasphemy, 

I will not cease to grasp the hope 1 hold 
Of samtdom, and to clamour, mourn and sob. 
Battering the gates of heaven with storms of prayer. 
Have mercy. Lord, and take away my sin 

Let this avail, just, dreadful, mighty God, 

This not be all m vain, that thrice ten years, 

1 hrice multiplied by superhuman pangs. 

In hungers and in thirsts, fevers and cold. 

In coughs, aches, stitches, ulcerous throes and 
cramps, 

A sign betivixt the meadow and the cloud. 

Patient on this tall pillar I have borne 

Ram, wind, frost, heat, hail, damp, and sleet, and 
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And I had hoped that tre this period closed 
Thou wouldst have caught me up into thy res^ 
Denying not these weather beaten limbs 
The meed of saints, the white robe and the palm 

0 take the meaning, I ord I do not bieathe, 
Not whisper, any murmur of complaint 
Pam heap’d ten hundred fold to this, were still 
Less burthen, by ten hundred fold, to bear. 

Than were those lead likt tons of sm that crush’d 
My spirit flat before thee 

0 Lord, Lord, 

Thou knowest I bore this better at the first, 

For I ^vas strong and hale of body then , 

And tho’ my teeth, which now are dropt aw a), 
Would chatter with the cold, and all my beard 
Was tagg’d with icy fringes in the moon, 

I drown’d the whoopings of the owl with sound 
Of pious hymns and psalms, and sometimes saw 
An angel stand and watch me, as I sang 
Now am I feeble grown , my end draws nigh , 

I hope my end draws nigh half deaf I am, 

So that I scarce^ hear the people hum 
About the column’s base, and almost blind, 

And scarce can recognise the fields I know , 

And both my thighs are rotted wrth the dew » 

Yet cease I not to clamour and to cry, 
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While my stiff spine can hold my weiiy head, 
Till all my limbs diop piecemeal from the stone, 
Have mercy, mercy take away my sin 

0 Jesus, if thou wilt not save my soul, 

Who may be saved ? who is it ma) be saved ? 
WTio may be made a saint, if I fail here ? 

Show me the man hath suffer’d more than I 
For did not all thy martyrs die one death ? 

For either they were stoned, or crucified, 

Or burn’d m fire, or boil’d m oil, or sawn 
In twain beneath the ribs , but I die here 
To day, and whole years long, a life of death 
Bear witness, if I could have found a way 
(And heedfully I sifted all my thought) 

More slowly painful to subdue this home 
Of sin, my flesh, which I despise and hate, 

I had not stinted practice, 0 my God 

For not alone this pillar punishment, 

Not this alone I bore but while I lived 
In the white convent down the valley there. 

For many weeks about my loins I wore 
The rope that haled the buckets fiom the well, 
Twisted as tight as I could knot the noose , 

And spake not of it to a single soul, 

Until the ulcer, eating thro’ my skin. 
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Betray d my secret pemnee, so that all 
My brethren marvell’d ^really More than ihi 
I bore, whereof, 0 God, thou knowest all 

Three winters, that my soul might grow to thee, 
I lived up there on yonder mountain side 
My right leg chain’d into the crag, I lay 
Pent in a roofless close of ragged stones , 
Inswathed sometimes in wandering mist, and twice 
Black’d with thy branding thunder, and sometimes 
bucking the damps for drink, and eating not, 
Except the spare chance gift of those that came 
To touch my body and be heal’d, and live 
And they say then that I w'ork’d miracles, 

Whereof my fame is loud amongst mankind, 

Cured lameness, palsies, cancels Thou, 0 (lod, 
Knowest alone whether this was or no 
Have mercy, mercy ' cover all my sin 

Then, that I might be more alone with thee, 
Three years I lived upon a pillar, high 
Six cubits, and three years on one of twelve , 

And twice three years I crouch’d on one that 
rose 

Twenty by measure , last of all, I grew 
Iwice ten long weary weary years to this, 

1 hat numbers forty cubits from the soil 
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I think that I have borne a& much as this— 

Or else I dream— and for so long a time, 

If I may measure time by yon slow light, 

And this high dial, which my sorrow cro^vns- 
bo much— even so 

And yet I know not w ell, 
For that the evil ones come here, and say, 

‘ Fall down, 0 Simeon thou hast suffer’d long 
For ages and for ages then they prate 
Of penances I cannot have gone thro’, 

Perplexing me with lies, and oft I fall, 

Maybe for months, in such blind lethargies 
That Heaven, and Earth, and 1 ime are choked 

But )ct 

Bethink thee, Lord, while thou and all the saints 
Enjoy themselves in heaven, and men on earth 
House in the shade of comfortable roofs. 

Sit with their wives by fires, eat wholesome food, 
And wear warm clothes, and even beasts have stalls, 
I, ’tween the spring and downfall of the light. 

Bow down one thousand and two hundred times, 
To Christ, the Virgin Mother, and the saints , 

Or m the night, after a little sleep, 

I wake the chill stars sparkle , I am wet 
With drenching dews, or stiff with crackling frost 
I wear an undress’d goatskin on my back , 

A grazing iron collar grinds my neck , 
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And in my weak, lean arms I lift the cross, 

And strive and wrestle with thee till I die 

0 mercy, mercy ' wash away my sm 

0 Lord, thou knowest whit 1 man I im , 

A sinful marr, ( onceivtd ind born in sin 
Tis their own doing, this is none of mine , 

1 ly It not to me \m I to blame for this 

1 hat here come those that worship me ? Hi ' In ' 
J hey think tint I am somewhat ^Vliat am P 
The silly people take me for a saint. 

And bring me offerings of fruit and flowers 
4nd I, in truth (thou wilt bear witness here) 

Have all m all endured as much, and more 
Than many just and holy men, whose names 
Are register’d and calendar’d for saints 

Good people, you do ill to kneel to me 
\V hat is It I can have done' to merit this > 

I am a sinner viler than you all 

It may be I have wrought some miracles, 

And cured some halt and maim’d, but what of 
that? 

It may be, no one, even among the saints, 

May match his pains with mine, but what of 
that? 

Yet do not rfse,, for you may look on me, 
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And m your looking you may kneel to God 
Speak • IS there any of you halt or maim’d ? 

I think }ou kno\v I have some power with Heaven 
From my long penance let him speak his wish 

"V es, I can heal him Power goes forth from me 
1 hey say tint they ire heal’d Ah, hark ' they 
shout 

‘ bt Simeon Stylites ’ Why, if so, 

Ciod reaps a harvest in me 0 my soul, 

(^od reaps a harvest in thee If this be. 

Can I work miracles and not be saved ? 

T his IS not told of any 1 hey were saints 
It cannot be but that I shall be saved, 

Yea, crown’d a saint I hey shout, ‘Behold a 
saint 

And lower voices saint me from above 
Courage, St Simeon • This dull chrysalis 
Cracks into shining wtings, and hope ere death 
Spreads more and more and more, that God hath 
now 

Sponged and made blank of crimeful record all 
My mortal archives 

0 my sons, my sons, 

I, Simeon of the pillar, by surname 
Stylites, among men , I, Simeon, 

The watcher on the column till the end , 
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I, Simeon, whose bnin the sunshine bikes, 

1, whose bald brows in silent hours become 
Unnaturally hoar with rime, do now 
From my high nest of penance here prochim 
Tint Pontius and Iscariot bj my side 
Show’d like fur senphs On the coils I liy, 

A vessel full of sin ill hell beneith 
Made me boil o\er Devils jiliiek’d my sleeve, 
Abaddon ind Asmodeus ciught U me 
I smote them with the cross, they swarm’d igiin 
In bed like monstrous apes they crush’d my 
chest 

They flajip’d my light out as I read I saw 
Their faces grow between me and my book , 

IVith colt like whinny and with hoggish whine 
They burst my prayer Yet this way was left. 

And by this way I ’scaped them Mortify 
Your flesh, like me, with scourges and with thorns , 
Smite, shrink not, spire not If it may be, fist 
Whole I ents, and pray I hardly, with slow steps. 
With slow, taint steps, and much exceeding jnin, 
Have scrambled past those pits of fire, that still 
Sing m mine ears But yield not me the praise 
God only thro’ his bounty hath thought fit, 

Among the powers and princes of this world, 

To make me an example to mankind. 

Which few can reach to Yet I do not say 
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But that 1 time rtiay come— yea, even now, 

Now, now, his footsteps smite the threshold stairs 
Of life— I say, that time is at the doors 
^Vhen you maj worship me without reproach, 

For I will leave my relics in your land. 

And you may carve a shrine about my dust, 

And burn a fragrant lamp before my bones, 

^Vhen I am gather'd to the glorious saints 

^\hile I spake then, i sting of shrewdest pain 
Ran shrivelling thro’ me, and a cloudlike change, 
In passing, with a grosser film made thick 
These heavy, horny eyes The end ' the end ' 
Surely the end ' What's here ? a shape, a shade, 

A flash of light Is that the angel there 
1 hat holds a crow n ? Come, blessed brother, come 
I know thy glittering face I waited long , 

My brows are ready What ' deny it now ? 

Nay, draw, draw, draw nigh So 1 clutch it 
Christ ' 

'Tis gone 'tis here again , the crown ' the crown ' 
So now 'tis fitted on and grows to me. 

And from it melt the dews of Paradise, 

Sweet ' sweet ' spikeitord, and balm, and frankin 
cense 

\h ' let me not be fool’d, sweet saints I trust 
1 hat I am whole, and clean, and meet for Heaven 
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Speak, if there be a priest, a man of God, 
Among j ou there, and let him presently 
Approach, and lean a ladder on the shaft. 
And climbing up into my airy home, 

Deliver me blie blessed sacrament , 

For by the warning of the Holy Ghost, 

I projihesy that I shall die to night, 

\ quarter before twelve 

But thou, 0 1 ord, 

\id all this foolish people , let them take 
Example, pattern lead them to thy light 




APPENDIX 



[On June 6, 1829, the announcement was made that 
Alfred Tennyson had won the Chancellor’s medal at Cam 
bridge for his poem in blank verse on Ttmbudoo To win 
the prize in anything but rhymed heroics was an innovation 
His father had desired him to compete, so unwillingly he 
patched up an old poem on The Battle of Armageddon^ 
and came out prizeman Matthew Arnold told G L Craik 
that when, as a youth he first read the poem, he prophesied 
the greatness of Tennyson —Ed ] 
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Deep in tint lion hiiintccl mhnd lies 
A mystic cit\, goal of high emprise 

( IIAPMAN 

I ST60 d upon the Mountain which overlooks 
The narrow seas, whose rapid inteml 
P irts Afric from green Europe, when the Sun 
Had fill’n below th’ Atlantic, and ahote 
The silent heavens weie blench’d with faer) light, 
Unceitain whether faery light or cloud, 

Mowing Southward, and the chasms of deep, deep blue 
Slumber’d unfathomable, and the stars 
Were flooded over with clear glory and pale 
I gazed upon the sheen) coast beyond, 

There where the Giant of old Time infix d 
The hunts of his prowess, pillars high 
Long time erased from earth even as the Se i 
When wear) of wild uiroad buildeth up 
Huge mounds whereby to stay his yeasty waves 
And much I mused on legends quaint and old 
Which whilome won the hearts of all on earth 
Toward their brightness, ev’n as flame draws an , 

But had their being m the heart of man 
As air IS th’ life of flame and thou wert then 
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A cenlei’d glory circled menioiy, 

Divinest Atilantis, whom the waves 
Have buried deep, and thou of liter mine, 

Imperial Eldorado, roofd with gold 
Shadows to which, despite all shocks of change) 

All on set of capricious accident, 

Men clung with yeaining hope which would not die 
As when in some great city where the wills 
Shake, ind the stieets with ghastly faces thiong’d, 
Do uttei forth a subterranean voice. 

Among the inner columns fir retired 
At midnight, in the lone Acropolis, 

Before the awful Genius of the place 
Kneels the pale Priestess in deep faith, the while 
Above her head the weak limp dips and winks 
Unto the feuful summoning without 
Nathless she ever clasps the miible knees, 

Bathes the cold hands with tears, and gazeth on 
Those eyes which wear no light but that wherewith 
Her phantasy informs them 

Wheie lie >e, 

Thrones of the Western wave, fin Islands gieen ^ 
Where are your moonlight halls, youi cedirn glooms, 
The blossoming abysses of your hills ? 

Your flowering capes, and youi gold sanded bay s 
Blown round with happy aiis of odoious winds ’ 
Wheie are the infinite ways, which, seraph trod. 
Wound thro’ your great Elysian solitudes 
Whose lowest deeps were, as with visible love, 

Fill’d with Divine effulgence, circumfused. 

Flowing between the clear and polish’d stems. 

And ever ending round their emerald cones 
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In coronalb and glories, such as gird 

The unfading foreheads of the Saints in Heaven ? 

For nothing visible, they say, had birth 

In that blest ground, but it was play’d about 

With Its peculiar glory Then I raised 

My voice and cried, “^\tde Afnc, doth thy Sun 

Lighten, thy hills enfold a city as fan 

As those which starr’d the night o’ the eldei world 

Or is the rumour of thy Timbuctoo 

A dream as frail as those of ancient time ^ ” 

A curve of whitening, flashing, ebbing light ' 

A rustling of white wings ' the bright descent 
Of a young Seraph ' and he stood beside me 
There on the ridge, and look’d into my face 
With his unutterable, shining orbs 
So that with hasty motion I did veil 
My vision with both hands, and saw befoie me 
Such colour’d spots as dance athwart the eyes 
Of those, that gaze upon the noonday Sun 
Girt with a zone of flashing gold beneath 
His breast, and compass’d round about his brow 
With triple arch of everchanging bows, 

And circled with the glory of In mg light 
And alternation of all hues, he stood 

“ 0 child of man, why muse you here alone 
Upon the Mountain, on the dreams of old 
Winch fill’d the earth with passing loveliness. 

Which flung strange music on the howling winds, 
And odours rapt from remote Paradise ^ 

Thy sense is clogg’d with dull mortality , 

Thy spirit fetter’d with the bond of clay 
Open thine eyes and see” 
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I look’d, but not 

Upon his face, for it was wonderful 
With Its exceeding brightness, and the light 
Of the great Angel Mind which look’d from out 
The starry glowing of his restless eyes 
I felt my soul grow mighty, and my spirit 
With supernatural excitation bound 
Within me, and my mental eye grew hige 
With such a vast circumfeience of thought, 

That in my vanity I seem’d to stand 
Upon the outward verge and bound alone 
Of full beatitude Each failing sense, 

As with a momentary flash of light. 

Grew thrillingly distinct and keen I saw 
The smallest gram that dappled the daik eaith. 
The indistinctest atom in deep air. 

The Moon’s white cities, and the opal width 
Of her small glowing lakes, her silver heights 
Unvisited with dew of vagrant cloud, 

And the unsounded, undescended depth 
Of her black hollows The cleai galax) 

Shorn of its hoaiy lustre, wonderful. 

Distinct and vivid with sharp points of light, 
lUaze within blaze, an unimagin'd depth 
'Vnd h irmony of planet gvrded suns 
And moon encircled planets, wheel in wheel. 
Arch’d the wan sapphire Nay— the hum of men 

Or other things talking in unknown tongues, 

And notes of busy life in distant worlds 
Beat like a far wave on my anxious ear 
A maze of piercing, tnckless, thi tiling thoughts. 
Involving and embiacing each wnth each, 
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Rapid as fire, inextricably link’d, 

Expanding momently with every sight 
And sound which struck the palpitating sense, 
The issue of strong impulse, hurried through 
The riven rapt brain as when in some large lake 
From pressure of descendant crags , which lapse 
Disjointed, crumbling from their parent slope 
slender interval, the level calm 
Is ridg d with restless and increasing spheres 
Which break upon each other, each th’ effect 
Of separate impuKe but more fleet and strong 
Than its precursor, till the eye in vain 
Amid the wild unrest of swimming shade 
Dappled with hollow and alternate rise 
Of intei penetrated arc, would scan 
Definite round 

I know not if I shape 
These things with accurate similitude 
r rom visible objects, for but dimly now, 

Less vivid than a half forgotten dream. 

The memory of that mental excellence 
Comes o’er me, and it may be I entwine 
The indecision of my present mind 
With Its past clearness, yet it seems to me 
As even then the torient of quick thought 
Absorbed me from the nature of itself 
With Its own fleetness Where is he, that borne 
Adovvn the sloping of an arrowy stream, 

Could link his shallop to the fleeting edge. 

And muse midway with philosophic calm 
Upon the wondrous laws which rtfgulate 
The fierceness of the bounding element ? 


VOI I 



322 


TIMBUCrOO 


My thoughts which long had grovell’d in the slime 
Of this dull world, like dusky worms which house 
Beneath unshaken waters, but at once 
Upon some earth awakening day of Spring 
Do pass fiom gloom to glor>, and aloft 
Winnow the purple, beaiing on both ‘-idcb 
Double display of starlit wings which burn 
f in like and fibied with mtenscst bloom 
Lvn so ill) thoughts, crcwhile so low, now felt 
Unuttenble buoyanev and stieiigth 
To bear them upward thiougn the trackless fields 
Of undefin’d existence fir and fice 
Then fiist within the South methoughi I saw 
A wildeiness of spires, and chrxstal pile 
Of rampart upon lampart, dome on dome, 

Illimitable range of battlement 
On battlement, and the Impeiial height 
Of canopy o’ercanopied 

Behind 

In diamond light iipsprung the dazzling peaks 

Of Pyramids, as far surpassing earth’s 

As heaxen than earth is faiier Each aloft 

Upon his narrow’d eminence bore globes 

Of wheeling suns, oi stars, or semblances 

Of either, showering circular abyss 

Of radiance But the glory of the place 

Stood out a pillar’d front of burnish’d gold, 

Interminably high, if gold it were 

Or metal more etherial, and beneath 

Two doors of blinding brilliance, where no gaze 

Might rest, stood open, and the eye could scan, 

Through length of porch and valve and boundless hall, 
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Part of a throne of fiery flame, wheiefrom 
I he snowy skirting of a garment hung, 

\nd glimpse of multitudes of multitudes 
That minister’d around it— if I saw 
These things distinctly, for my human brain 
Stagger’d bene ith the vision and thick night 
Cime down upon my eyelids, ind I fell 
With ministering hand he iiised me up 
I hen with a mournful ind ineffable smile, 

Which but to look on foi a moment fill’d 
My eves with irresistible sweet tears. 

In accents of majestic melody, 

Like i swoln river’s gushings in still night 
Mingled with floating music, thus he spake 
“Theie is no mightier Spirit than 1 to sway 
1 he heart of man and teach him to attain 
By shidowing foith the Unattainable , 

And step by step to scale that mighty stair 
Whose landing place is wrapt about with clouds 
Of glory, of heaven ^ With earliest light of Spring, 
And m the glow of sallow Summeitide, 

And m red Autumn when the winds are wild 
With gambols, and when full voiced Winter roofs 
The headland w ith inviolate white snow, 

I play about his heart a thousand ways. 

Visit his eyes with visions, and his ears 
With harmonies of wind and wave and wood, 

—Of winds which tell of waters, and of waters 
Betraying the close kisses of the wind - 
And win him unto me and few there be 
So gross of heart who have not felt and known 

• Be ye perfect even at your Fither in heaven is perfect 
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A highei tlnn they see They with dim eyes 
Behold me darkling Lo ' I have given thee 
To understand m) presence, and to feel 
M) fulness , I have fill’d thy lips with power 
I hive raised thee nighci to the spheres of heaven 
M in s first, last home ind thou with ravish d sense 
Listenest the lordlj music flowing fioin 
Ih’ illimitable years I ini the Spirit, 

The permciting life whuh courseth through 
All th’ intricite and labjriftthme veins 
Of the great vine of Fible, which, outspiead 
With growth of shadowing leaf and clusters me, 
Reicheth to every cornet undei heaven, 

Deep rooted in the living soil of truth , 

So thil men’s hopes and fears take refuge in 
The fragiince of its comphcited glooms, 

And cool impleichM twilights Child of man, 

See’st thou yon rivei, whose tianslutent wave, 

Forth issuing fiom the darkness, windeth through 
The aigent streets o’ th’ city, imaging 
The soft inversion of her tremulous domes. 

Her gardens frequent with the stately palm. 

Her pagods hung with music of sweet bells. 

Her obelisks of rangM chrysolite. 

Minarets and towers ? Lo ' how he passeth by. 

And gulphs himself in sands, as not enduring 

To carry through the world those waves, which bore 

The reflex of my city in their depths 

Oh city ' oh latest throne ' where I was raised 

To be a mystery of loveliness 

Unto all eyes, the time is well nigh come 

When I must render up this glonous home 
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fo keen Discovery soon yon brilliant towers 
Shall darken with the waving of her wand 
Darken, and shrink and shiver into huts, 

Black specks amid a waste of dreary sand, 

I ow built, mud wall’d, barbarian settlements 
How chang’d from this fair city 

Thus far the Spirit 

Then parted heaven ward on the wing and I 
Was left alone on Calpe, and the moon 
Had fallen from the night, and all was duk ' 



THE HESPERIDES 

[Pubbshed and huppressed by my fathei and republished by nit 
here (with accents wntten by him) in consequence of a talk 
that 1 had with him in which he regretted that he had done 
away with it from among his Juvenilia ] 

Hesperus and his daughters three 
That sng about the golden tiee 

Comm 

Thl North wind fall n, in the new starred night 
Zidonian Hanno, wandering beyond 
The hoary promontory of Soloe, 

Past Thymiaterion in calmtd bajs 
Between the southern and the western Horn, 

Heard neither warbling of the nightingale, 

Nor melody o’ the Libyan Lotus flute 
Blown seaward from the shoie , but from a slope 
That ran bloom bright into the Atlantic blue. 

Beneath a highland leaning down a weight 
Of cliffs, and zoned below with cedar shade. 

Came voices like the voices m a dream 
Continuous , till he reach’d the outer sea — 
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Song oi* iHt Three Sisiers 
I 

The Golden Apple, the Golden Apple, the hallow’d 
fruit, 

Guard it well, h'ut*'d it waril>, 

Singing airily. 

Standing about ihe charmed root 
Round about all b mute, 

■\s the snowheld on the mountain peaks. 

As the sanclfield at the mountain foot 
Crocodiles m briny creeks 
Sleep and stir not all is mute 
If ye sing not, if ye make false measure, 

We shall lose eternal pleasure, 

Worth eternal want of rest 

Laugh not loudly watch the treasure 

Of the wisdom of the West 

In a corner wisdom whispers Five and three 

(Let It not be preach’d abroad) make an auful mystery 

For the blossom unto threefold music bloweth 

Evermore it is born anew. 

And the sap to threefold music floweth. 

From the root. 

Drawn in the dark. 

Up to the fruit, 

Creeping under the fragrant bark, 

Liquid gold, hdneyswdct thrd and thrd (slm nmemf»t) 
Keen eyed Sisters, singing ainly. 

Looking wanly 
Every way, 
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Guard the apple night and day, 

Lest one from the East come and take it away 


II 

Father Hesper, Father Hesper, Watch, watch, ever and 
aye. 

Looking under silver hair with a silvci eye 
father, twinkle not thy stedfast sight 
Kingdoms lapse, and climates change, and laces die , 
Honour comes with mystery , 

Hoarded wisdom brings delight 
Number, tell them over, and number 
How many the mystic fruit tree holds. 

Lest the red comb’d dragon slumber 
Roll’d together in purple folds 
Look to him, father, lest he wink, and the golden apple 
be stol’n away. 

For his ancient heart is drunk with ovcrwatchings night 
and day 

Round about the hallow’d fruit tree curl’d— 

Sing awdy, smg aloud evermore m the wind without 
stop, ( ■Inapast) 

Lest his scaled eyelid drop. 

For he is older than the world 
If hi waken, wi waken, 

Rapidly levelling eager eyes 
If hi sleep, wi sleep, 

Dropping the eyelid over the eyes 
If the golden apple be taken 
The world will be overwise 
Five links, a golden chain are we, 
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Hesper, the Dragon, and Sisters three 
Bound about the golden tree 


hather Hesper, father Hesper, Watch, watch, night 
and day, 

Lest the old wound of the woild be healtd, 

The glory unsealed, 

The golden apple stoPn away, 

And the ancient secret revealed 
Look from West to East along 
Father, old Himala weakens, Caucasus is bold and 
strong 

Wandering wateis unto wandering waters call 
Let them clash together, foam and fall 
Out of watchings, out of wiles. 

Comes the bliss of secret smiles 
All things aie not told to all, 

Half round the mantling night is drawn 
Purplefringed with even and dawn 
Hesper hajeth Phosphor, evening hateth mom 

IV 

Every flower and eveiy fruit the redolent breath 
Of the waim seawind iipeneth, 

Arching the billow in his sleep 
But the land wind wandereth, 

Broken by the highland steep, 

Two streams upon the \iolet deep 
For the Western Sun, and the Western Star, 

And the low west wind, breathing afar, 
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The end of day and beginning of night 
Make the ipple HoI> and Bright , 

Holy and Bright, round and full, biight and blest, 
Mellow’d in a land of rest 
Watch It wanly day and night , 

^11 good things are in the West 
Till mid noon the cool East light 
Is shut out by the round of the tall hill brow, 

But, when the full faced Sunset yellowly 
Stays on the flowering arch of the bough, 

The luscious fruitage clustereth mellowly, 

Golden kernell’d, Golden cored, 

Sunset ripen’d above on the tree 
The world is wasted with fire and sword, 

But the ^pple of gold hangs over the Sea ' 

Five links— a Golden chain are we— 

Hesper, the Dragon, and Sisters three. 

Daughters three, 
bound about, 

All round about 

The gnarled bole of the charmed tree 
The Golden Apple, The Golden Apple, The hallow’d 
fruit, 

Guard it well, guard it wanly, 

Watch It wanly, 

Singing ainly, 

Standing about the charmdd root 
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AUTHOR’S PREFATORY NOTES 


I AM told that ID) young coiintr3mcn would 
like notes to my poems Shall I wiitc what 
dictionaries tell to save some of the idle folk 
trouble ? or am I to trv to fix a moral to e ich 
poem ? or to add in analysis of passages ^ or 
to give a history of my similes ? I do not like 
the task 

“Aitist fiist, then Poet” some critic said of 
me f should answer, “ Poeta nascitur non fit ” 

I suppose I was nearer thirty than twent) before 
I was anything of an artist, and in my earliest 
teens J wrote an Fpic — between 5000 and 6000 
verses, chiefly a la Scott, and full of battles, 
dealing too with sea and savage mountain 
scenery I used to compose sixty or seventy 
lines all at once and shout them about the fields 
as I leapt over the hedges I nevei felt so 
inspired, tho’ of course the poem was not worth 
preserving and into the fire it went 
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NOTES 


Knowledge, shone, knoll — let him who reads 
me always read the vowel m these words long 

My paraphrases of certain Latin and Greek 
lines seem too obvious to be mentioned Man^ 
of the parallelisms here given are accidental 
The same idea must often occur independently 
to two men looking on the same aspects of 
Nature There is a wholesome page in Fcker- 
mann's “Conversations with Goethe," where one 
or the other (I have not the book by me) remarks 
that the prosaic mind finds plagiansm in pass- 
ages that only prove ‘ the common brotherhood 
of man f 

[The following notes were left by my hther, some of 
them in his own handwriting, some of them taken down 
from his table talk He went through the first proofs 
and corrected them, and sanctioned their revision and 
publication under my editorship But he wished it to 
be clearly understood that in his opinion, to use his own 
words, “Poetr} is like shot silk with many glancing 
colours,” and that “every reader must find his own 
interpretation according to his ability, and according to 
his sympathy with the poet ” 

In answer to numerous questions put to me by 
friends, I have added here and there an additional note 
in brackets, and I wish especially to thank Mr H G 
Dakyns and Mr G C Macaulay for some valuable 
suggestions To Mr Aldis Wright I am indebted for 
most of the MS notes by Edward FitzGerald —Ed ] 



FACSIMILt Of AUTHOR’S NOTFS 


Page 334 ^ 

Lc *. jtif' ^ 

^ f*t*> )iA L iy 
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NOTES 

p I To TiiF Quf\ pirst published in 1851 
Ed] 

P I lines 7, 8 

This laurel ^lemu /torn the hoan 
Of him that utter'd nothing Ihui 
[Wordsworth On Nov 19, 1850, myfithcr 
was appointed Poet Laureate in succession to 
Wordsworth See Memoir^ vol 1 p 334 foil, 
and “Reminiscences of Tennyson in Early 
Days,” Memoir, vol 1 pp 208 210 —Ed] 

1 he third verse in proof stood— 

Nor should 1 dare to flatter state, 

Nor such a hy would you receive, 
Were I to shape it, who believe 
Your nature true as you art great 

t> 3 {Juvenilia) Claribll [First published in 
1830 —Ed ] All these ladies were evolved, 
like the camel, from my own consciousness 
[Isabel was more or less a portrait See 
p. 337, note to p 23, Isabel— V j)] 

33 S 
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NOTES 


“ Juvenilia ” were published m 1830 John 
Stuart Mill reviewed the volume in the I onion 
Review (July 1835), Leigh Hunt in the 
Tatler, and Professor Wilson (Christopher 
North) in Blackwood 

p 4 line 3 hntwhite^ n linnet 

p 5 NoTHihc Will Dir [hirst published in 1830 
— Ed ] All things are evolved 

p 1 An Tunes Will Dii [First published in 
i83o~Ed] 

p 8 line 13 

Nine times goes the passing bell 
Nine times for a man 

p 9 IroNiNh Elfciacs [hirst published in 1830 
— Ed] I me 10 hyaline'^ [Cf ws ^laXaircra 
mAin/, “a sea of glass like unto crystal” 
(Rev IV 6), and Par Lost, vii 619 — Ed] 

p 10 line 2 The ancient poetess singeth 

fiairtpt, Trana (fxpds, oao ^tioAts ea-KtiSaa- otws, 
oiv, (/xpds aiya, (fxpe^ /xarept 7rat8a 

Sappho 

p II Supposed Coafessio\s of a sfcoed rate 
Sensitive Mind [First published in 1830 
—■Ed ] If some kind friend had taken him 
by the hand and said, “Come, work “ Look 
not every man on his own things, but every 
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man also on the things of others ” (Phihppians 
11 4)— he might have been a happy man, 
though sensitive 

p T9 Thf Kraken [First published in 1830— Ed] 
See the account which hrik Pontoppidan, the 
Norwegiin bishop, born 1698, gives of the 
fibulous sea monster~the kraken {Biograpbu 
Umversillt) 

“Ce prodigieux polype dont le dos a 
une demilieue de circonference ou plus 
quelquefois ses bras s’dcvent h. la hauteur des 
mats d’un navire de moyenne grandeur on 
croit que s’lls accrochaient le plus gros vaisseau 
de guerre, ils le feraient couler \ fond 
les lies flottantes ne sont que des krakens ” 

p 21 Lilian [First j^blished in 1830— Ed] 

p 23 h\BLL [First publfehed^ 1830 In the poem 
of hahel the poet’s mother was more or less 
described “ A remarkable and saintly woman,” 

“ One of the most innocent and tender hearted 
ladies I ever saw,” wrote Fdward FitzGerald 
She devoted herself entirely to her husband 
and her children —Ed ] 

p 25 Mariana [First published in 1830— Ed] 
I'he moated grange was no particular grange, 
but one which rose to the music of Shake 
speare’s words “ There,#t the moated grange, 
resides this dejected Manana” [Measure for 
Measure, Act 111 Sc 1 ) 

VOL I z 
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25 line 4 pear Altered from “peach,” because 

“ peach ” spoils the desolation of the picture 
It IS not a characteristic of the scenery I had 
in mind 

26 lines 10 13 

Waking she heaid the ni^ht fowl crow 
The cock smi^ out an hour ere light 
Fiom the daik fen the oxen''! low 
Came to hei 

Compare Ballad of Clerk Saunders 
“ 0 Cocks are crowing of merr} midnight^ 

I wot the wild fowls are boding day, 

The psalms of heaven will sure be sung,” etc 

[Cf 

\t midnight the cock was crowing 
The Ballad of Onana^ p 73 — Ed ] 

2 6 line 24 mai ish mosses, the little marsh moss lumps 
that float on the surface of water 

29 Mariana iv tuf South [Fust published in 
1832 — Fd ] The idea of this came into m) 
head between Narbonne and Perpignan 
[“ It IS intended, you will perceive, as a kind 
of pendant to his lormer poem of Mariana, 
the idea of both being the expression of 
desolate loneliness, but with this distinctive 
variety in the second, that it paints the forlorn 
feeling as it would epcist under the influence of 
different impressions of sense When we weie 
journeying together this summer through the 
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South of France we came upon i range of 
country just corresponding to his precon 
ceived thought of a barrenness, and 
the portraiture of the scenery in this poem 
IS most faithful You will, I think, agree 
with me that the essential ind distinguishing 
character of the conception requires in the 
Southern Manana a greater lingering on the 
outward circumstances, and a less palpable 
transition of the poet into Mariana’s feelings, 
than was the case in the former poem ” (A II 
Hallam to W B Donne) D ] 

p 32 line 21 

4 t m a drv aiala sun^ 

Oiiginally in MS 

\t fall of eve a cricket sung 

p 34 To [hrst published in 1830 Fn] 

The first lines were addressed to Blakesley 
(afterwards Dean of Lin(.oln), but the poem 
wandered off to describe an imaginaiy man 
[Of Blakesley my father said “ He ought 
to be I ord Chancellor, for he is a subtle and 
powerful reasoner, and an honest man Ed ] 

p 34 line 6 Ray fm^ed eyelids Cf 

“ Under the opening eyelids of the morn ” 
Lyadai> 

p 35 line 10 Yabbok Jabbok not so sweet as 
Yabbok Cf Gen xxxii 22 32 The 
Hebrew J is Y 
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P 35 line II 

And heaven's maM signs stood still 
rht stars stood still m their courses to 
ivatch 

P 36 [MwFLim I irst published in 1830— ho] 

p 39 First Song 10 the Ohl [The songs were first 
published in 1830 — Ed] Verse 11 line 6 
his file wits, the five senses Cf “Bless thy 
five wits' Tom’s a cold, — 0 , do de, do de, 
do de ” {Ain^ Lear, iii iv 59) 

p 41 RrcoLLLcno\sor THE ArabiinNigius [First 
published in 1830 — Ed ] Haroun Alraschid 
lived at the time of Charlemagne, and was 
renowned for his splendour and his patronage 
of htenry men I had only the translation— 
from the French of Galland— of the Arabian 
Nii^hts when this was written, so I talked of 
sofas, etc Lane was yet unborn 

p 41 lines 13, 14 

The loiu and bloomed foliage, drm>e 
The fragrant, glistening deeps 
Not “drove over,” as one commentator takes 
It, but the passage means that the deeps were 
driven before the prow 

p 42 line 6 platans, plane trees Cf 

The thick leaved platans of the vale 
The Princess in 159 


p 43 line 6 nvage, bank 
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t) 44 lines mertun Cf “ the woodbine coverture ” 
{Much Ado about Nothing, iii i 30) 

p 44 line 4 bulbul, the Persnn name for Nightingale 
Cf 

“Not foi thee, ’ she said, 

“0 Bulbul, my rose of (mlistm 
Shall burst her veil ” 

Tilt Princess, iv 104 

p 44 line lb iOuntachaneced, chequered Cf 

Witch elms that counterchange the flooi 
Of this flat hvin with dusk and bright 
In Mi monam, r xxxix 

/ 46 line 9 r//zw, si'ver (andehbra 

p 46 line II mooned, crowned with the Mohammedan 
( rescent moon 1 he crescent is Ottoman, not 
Arabian, an anachronism pardonable in a boy s 
vision 

p 46 line 18 Persian i^irl I he Persian girl “ Nour 
eddin, the fair Persian,” in The Aiabian Nights' 
pntertainmtnh 

p 48 Odf ro MfvoA} [first published in 1830 
My father consideied this one of the best d 
his early and peculiarly concentrated Nature 
poems —El) ] 

The Ode to Memory is a very early poem , 
all except the lines beginning “My friend, 
with you to live alone,” which were addressed 
to Arthur Hallam and added 

/ 48 line 9 yesternight, the past 
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p 50 lines 1521 

Of piupk cliffs^ aloof descried 

Com pom the woodb that belt the ^ray lull sid, 

The seven elms, the poplars four 

That stand beside my fathedi dooi, 

A id ihitfly pom the book that loves 
To put I o'er mathd ae<is and ribbed sand, 

Or dimple in the datl of rushy coves 
I he rectory at Somersby The poplars have 
gone 

[The lawn at Somersby was overshadowed 
on one side by the wychelms, and on the 
other by larch and s}camore trees Heie the 
poet made his early song, “A spirit haunts the 
year s last hours ” Beyond the path, bounding 
the greenswaid to the south, ran m the old 
davs a deep border of lilies and roses, backed by 
hollyhocks and sunflowers Beyond that was 
a garden bowerd close 
With plaited alleys of the trailing rose, 

I ong alleys falling down to twilight grots, 

Or opening upon level plots 
Of crowned lilies, standing near 
Purple spiked lavender- 
sloping in a gradual descent to the parsons 
field, at the foot of which flows, by “ lawn and 
lea,” the swift steep^banked brook, where art 
“ brambl) wildernesses ” and “sweet forget me 
nots,” and under the water the “ long mosses 
sway ” The charm and beautj of this brook 
haunted him through life —Fd ] 
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p 51 line 4 wolds Somersby is on the wolds or hills, 
about seven milts from the fens 
[Edward IitzGerald writes “Long aftei 
\ 1 had settled in the Isle of Wight, 1 used 
to ijaj he never should have lett old Lincoln 
shiie, where there were not only such grand 
seas, but also such fine Hill and D ile among 
I he Wolds, which he was brought up on, as 
people in general scarce thought of -L d ] 

/ 52 line 9 Pth Cumbeiland word tor Peak 

52 lines ro 12 icfer to Mablethorpc 

I used to stand [when i boy] on the sand 
built ridge at Mablethorpe and think that it 
was the spine bone of the world 1 he seas 
there are interminable waves rolling along 
interminable shores of sand 
[The following lines were written in middle 
lift bv my father about Mablethorpe 

MABLETHORPL 

Here often when a child 1 lay reclined 
I took delight in this fair strand and free , 
Hexe stood the infant Ilion of the mind, 

And here the Grecian ships all seem’d to be 
Vnd here again I come, and only find 
The dram cut level of the marshy lea, 
Gray'sand banks, and pale sunsets, dreary wind. 
Dim shores, dense rams, and heavy clouded 
sea. 


Ed] 



344 


NOTES 


p 54 Song [Written at Somersby , hrst published in 
1830 —Ed] 
p 54 line 12 

Etaitl) han^s the it ^er lily 
On a sloping bed the tiger lilies drooped 
on a dank, damp daj 

[In 1828 my father had written the follow 
mg (hitherto unpublished) poem about his 
home 

HOME 

What shall sever me 
hrom the love of home ? 

Shall the weary sea, 

Leagues of sounding loam ? 

Shall extreme distress. 

Shall unknown disgrace, 

Make my love the less 
hor my sweet birth place ? 

Iho’ my brains grow dr), 

I ancy mew her wings. 

And my memory 
forget all other things,— 
rho’ I could not tell 
My left hand from my right — 

I should know thee well, 

Home of ray delight ’ Ed ] 

p 56 A Character [First published in 1830— Ed] 
This man was “a very plausible, parliament 
like, and self satisfied speaker at the Union 
Debating Society ’—Edward FitzCrrald 
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p 58 The Poet [First published in 1830 -Ld] 
p 58 line 3 

DmcPd with the hate of hate, the sloih of sccrn 
1 he poet hates hate , and scorns scorn 
[AIv father denounced hate and scorn as if 
they were “ the sms against the Holy Ghost ” 
—Ed] 

p 58 line 15 Catpc Gibialtar (one of the pillars 
of Hercules) was the western limit of the old 
world, as Caucasus was the eastern 
p 59 line 3 the anim suds of tk field flonou, the 
dandelion 

p 61 The Porfs Mi\n [hrst published in 1830 
—Ed] 

p 63 Tub SeaFmeils [First published in 1830 
-En] 

p 65 The DnERTiD Hoisr body which Life 
and 1 bought ha\e left [First published in 
1830 --Ed] 

p 67 The Dying Sivan [hirst published in 1830 
—Ed] 

p 67 line 17 

Chasms; itself at its own wild will 
1 he circling of the swallow 
p 68 line 9 the coronach, the Gaelic funeral song 
p 68 line 21 soughing Anglo Saxon a sound 
Modified into an onomatopoeic word for the 
soft sound or tlje deep sighing of the wind 
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p 69 A Dirge [hrst published m 1830 —Ed] 

p 69 line 8 carketh, ve\eth [From late I atm car 
care^ to load, whence to charge — Ed ] 

p 70 line 9 for eglantine Cf 

“l\ith sicamoiir was set and eglatere ’ 

Till Emm and the Leaft 

p 70 line 15 plaited (///^^') [Cf Much Ado 

about Nothing, iii i 7 

“the pleached bowci, 

Where honeysuckles, ripen’d by the &un, 
Forbid the sun to enter ” 

Ed] 

p 70 line 17 lonc^ purph {Vicia Cracta), the purple 
vetch Nothing to do with “long purples” 
{Hamht, iv vii 170) 

p 7 1 line 1 2 balm cricket, cicala There is an old 
schoolbook used by me when a boy {Ana 
lecta Graca Majora et Minora) In the notes 
there to a poem of Theocritus I found rtrn^ 
translated “ balm cricket ” “ Balm ” was evi 
dently a corruption of Buum, tree [Baum 
gnllt) 

[A confusion was evidently made between the 
German Baum and the French baumt ~Fd ] 

p 72 Loie and Dfaih [First published m 1830 
-Ed] 

p 72 line 4 cassia (Gk koffw. a spice like cinnamon)/ 
a kind of laurel 
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p 72 lint, 8 iktny vans, shining wings Cf Milton, 
Pmadisi Lost, 11 927 

“ At last his sail broad vans 
He spreads for flight ” 

/ 72 line 13 mm//, standing out like a tree 
p 73 THh Ballad or Oriwa [hirst published in 
1830 —Ed] 
p 74 line I 

In the yew wood black as nt^ht 
I ear made a fine sketch of this at Kingley 
Bottom, neai Chichester, which is a striking 
vale with a yew grove in it When we saw 
the yews their blackness was crowned with 
the wild white clematis 

P 78 Circumstance [First published in 1830- 
Ed] 

p 79 Thl MEUiA\ [First published in [830- Ed] 
p 80 line 15 Turks Milton call^ it ‘ liirkis,” for 
turquoise is the french word with an ugly 
nasal sound in the 01 diphthong 
almondme, a small violet garnet, first brought 
from Alabanda, a city of Asia Minor Hence 
“almondme” is a corruption of the Latin 
adjective Alabandma 

p 81 Tin Mermaid [First published in 1830- 
Ed] 

“No more misshapen from the waist, 

But like a maid of mortal frame ” 

W Scott 
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p 83 line 12 hollm sphre of the sea^ 
of which the sea is the heaven 

P 84 Adeu\e [First published in 1830 —hD ] 
p 86 line II Arabian 

p 86 line 20 Leilas cowslips Rctcrring to the led 
spots on the cowslip bell, as if they were lettcis 
of 1 fairy alphabet O Cymbdm^u 11 39 
“ like the crimson drops 
r the bottom of a cowslip ” 

p 87 Malgaret [hrst published in 1832 All 
the poems dated 1833 were published at the 
end of 1832 —Ed] 
p 89 line 21 kav} Cf 

“ Since summer first was leavy ” 

Mtuh Ado, II III 75 

[Alackl/i, V VI 1 , Pencks, v i 51 Later 
editions read “ leafy Ed ] 

/ 91 Rosalind [First published in 1832 — Ed] 

/ 94 Eleanor!' [First published in 1832 —Ed] 
p 99 Verse viii Cf Sappho 

pi Krjvo') uros d(oum 
epev miijp, wrrts tvairios toi 
KOI ir\a(Tiov aSi <f)m(v 
(ras waKovd 

Kal yeAawas ippocv, to poi pav 
KapSlav (V (rTi]0&nv eVroao-cv 
(OS yap (Is (r i&o ^pa\«i)s p <^a>va$ 

OuSeV (T €IK(1 
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aXka Kafi [iev yXw(Ta tayt Xiirrov 8 
avTiKa irvp viroSeSpopaKcv 
07r7raT€(r<rt 8’ ovSw oprjp, tirippop 
^iUTl 8 (tKOVai 

a 8e p i8pii)^ KaK^ffTat, TjOops 8« 
nacrav aypti ^Xotportpa Se Trocas 
tppi TtdvaKtjv 8 oXiyto ViSew;s 
(ftaivopai aXXa 

dXXa Trdv wXpdTOV, [fTrei kai ^(vrjTa] 

p 1 01 M\ I IFF /? FULL 01 WFARY DAYS, and the 
next poem beginning “ When in the darkness 
over me,” were ongmall) two poems, tho’ one 
in the edition, dated 1833, published in 

1832 

P lOI W/fEU IV FHF DARKNESS 01 FR MI 

p 102 lines ^critches Originally “ laughters ” I was 
one day walking with a friend in a copse, 
and I heard bird laughter I have no e)es, 
so to speak He said, “That’s a jay” It 
may have been a woodpecker as far as my 
ears could tell However, whether he was 
right in his ejesight or I in my hearing, I did 
once catch a jay in the act of laughing I 
once crept with the greatest caution thro’ a 
wood and came right underneath a jay I 
heard him chuckling to himself, and the 
afternoon sun was full upon him I broke by 
chance a little rotten twig of the tree he was 
perch’d on, and away he went 
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p 10^ Sonnet I To [First published in i8p 

—Ed } 

p 104 Sonnet II To J M k io my old college 
fritnd, ] M Kemble [First published in 
1830 He gave up his thought of tikmg 
Orders, and devoted himself to Anglo Saxon 
histor) and liteiiture— 1 'd] 

p 106 Sonnet I\ Ali\wi)i-r [hirst published n 
1(872, although wiitten much earlier— Fd] 
p 106 line 8 Ammoman Oasis This refers to Alex 
ander’s visit to the famous temple of 7 eus 
Ammon in the Libyan desert 
p 107 Sonnet V Buon^partf [First published in 
1832— Fd] 

p 108 Sonnet VI Pound [First published in 1832 
-Fd] 

pp 109111 Sonnets VII VIII IX [hiist published 
in 1865, although written in early life— Fd] 
p 1 12 Sonnet X [1 irst published in 1832 — F^d ] 
p 1 13 Sonnet XI Tnh Budesmaid [hirst published 
in 1S72 On May 24, 1836 my father’s 
best loved brother, Charles Tennyson Turner, 
married I ouisa Sdlwood, my mothei’s youngest 
sister My mother as a bridesmaid was taken 
into church by my father The} had rarely 
been in each other’s company since their first 
meeting in 1830, when the Sellwoods had 
driven over one spring day from Horncastle 
to call at Somersby Rectory Arthur Hallam 
was then staying with the Tennysons, and 
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asked Emily Sellwood to walk with him in 
the Holy Well Wood At a turn oi tht path 
they camt upon my father, who, at the sight 
of the slender, beautiful girl of seventeen in 
her simple grey dress, moving “like a light 
across these woodland ways,” suddenly said to 
her, “ \re you a Dryad or an Oread wandering 
here ^ ’ Now, as a bridesmaid, she seemed to 
him even lovelier 

0 happy bridesmaid, make a happy bride 

Two other earl) sonnets arc worthy of in 
sertion here 


LOVF 


Thou, fiom the first, unborn, undying Love, 
Albeit we gaze not on thy glories near, 

Before the face of God didst breathe and move, 
though night and pain and ruin and death 
reign here 

I hou foldest like a golden atmosphere, 

The very throne of the eternal God , 

Passing thro’ thet, the edicts of His fear 
Are mellow'd into music, borne abroad 
By the loud winds, though they uprend the sea, 
Even from his centred deeps , thine enipery 
Is over all , thou wilt not brook eclipse , 

Thou goest and returnest to His Lips 
Like lightening , thou dost ever brood above 
The silence of all hearts, unutterable Love 
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II 

To know thee is all wisdom, and old age 
Is but to know thee , dimly we behold thee 
Athwart the veils of evil which enfold thee 
We beat upon our aching hearts with rage , 
We cry for thee , we deem the world thy tomb 
As dwellers in lone phnets look upon 
Ihe mighty disk of their majestic sun, 
Hollow’d in awful chasms of wheeling gloom, 
Making their day dim, so we gaze on thee 
Come, thou of many crowns, white lobkl Love, 

0 rend the veil m twain • all men adore thee. 
Heaven crieth after thee, earth waileth for 

thee, 

Breathe on thy winghd throne, and it shall 
move 

In music and in light o’er land and sea 

Ed] 

p 1 14 Thf Lad\ of SnALorf [First published in 
1832, and much altered in 1842 — Ed] 
laktn from an Italian novelette, Donna di 
Scalotta Shalott and Astolat are the ^ame 
words The Lady of Shalott is evidently the 
Flame of the Morte d! Arthur^ but I do not 
think that I had ever heard of the latter when 

1 wrote the former Shalott was a softer 
sound than “Scalott” Stalott would have 
been nearer Astolat 

p 1 14 line 5 Cfl;;/tf/<?/(unlike the Camelot of the Celtic 
legends) is on the sea in the Italian story 
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[The key to this tale of magic sjmbolism 
IS of deep human significance and is to, be 
found in the lines 

Or when the moon was overhead, 

Came two young lovers lately wed , 

“ I am half sick of shadows,” said 
The Lady of Shalott 

Ed] 

p 1 15 line 12 clmily Cf “cheerly drawing breath” 
{Rhli II I 111 66) 
p 120 line 12 

Till her blood was frozen sloioly 
George Eliot liked my first the best 
Till her smooth face sharpen’d slowly 

/ 122 Tm Two Voices 

\The Two Votces, or Though fs of a Suictde 
(first published in 1844, but dated 1833), 
describing the conflict in a soul between Faith 
and Scepticism, w is begun under the cloud of 
his overwhelming sorrow after the death of 
Arthur Hallam, which, as my father told n^, 
for a while blotted out all joy from his life, 
and made him long for death But such a 
friendship artd such a loss helped to reveal 
himself ta himself while he enshrined his 
sorrow in hiS song 

In the earliest manuscript of The Two 
Voices a fine verse which was omitted in the 
•published edition is found after “ under earth ” 

(p 138, line 3) 

2 A 
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Fiom when Ins baby pulses beat 
To when his hands m their last heat 
Pick at the death mote on the sheet 

i.,>] 

/ 124 line 3 foy thy deficwuy, for the want of thee 

p 131 line 9 

Loot up^ the fold ts oyi hey htoio 
I he fold = the cloud 

p 13 1 line 10 ohltguc Our grandfathers said “oh 
leege,” which is now ohligi , in the same wi) 
I pronounce “oblique” 

p 13 1 line 12 Lnihractyi^ (loud Ixion embraced a 
cloud, hoping to embrace a goddess 

P 133 bne 3 

The elmeyiU were Jmdltet mt\'d 
Sonic have happier dispositions 

p 135 line 10 

The sitnph sefises aowdd his head 
The simple senses made death a king 

p 137 lines 16, 17 

Before the little ducts began 
To feed thy bones with lime 
[Cf Animal Physiology y by W B Carpenter 
“ In the first development of the embryo, a sort 
of mould of cartilage is laid down for the 
greatei part of the bones The process of 
ossification, or bone formation, commences 
with the deposit of calcareous matter in the 
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intercelluhr substance of the cartilage, so is to 
form a sort of network, in the interspaces ol 
which are seen the rtmiins of the cartilage 
cells I he tissue thus foimcd cm sciretly be 
considered is true bone, for it contims neither 
/acum nor canaltculi Before long, however, 
it undergoes very important changes, for 
many of the partitions are removed, so that 
the minute chambers which they separated 
coalesce into larger ones, and thus are 
formed the camelh of the spongy substance, 
and the Haversian canals of the more com 
pact ” — Ed ] 

p 143 line 18 

I ou scam could see the ^ass for flenoen 

[Edward FitrGerald says “Composed as he 
walked about the Dulwich meadows ’—ho] 

p i}5 Thf Miller's DAicnrrk [First published in 
1832, much altered in 1842 — Ed] No 
particular null, but if I thought at all of 
any mill it was that of Frumpington, near 
Cambridge 

[FitzGerald notes “ 7 his Poem, as may be 
seen, is much altered and enlarged from the 
ist Ed (dated) 1833, in some respects, I 
think, not for the better , losing somewhat of 
the easy character of ‘ I alk over the Walnuts 
apd the Wine’ Anyhow, would one not 
preserve the first stanza of the original, slightly 
altered, as A 1 suggested to me? 
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I met in ill the clostf green 
While walking with my rod and line, 

I he Miller with his mealy f ice, 

And long’d to tike his Innd in mine 
He look d so jolly and so good, 

When fishing in the milldim water, 

I hugh’d to see him as he stood, 

And dreamt not of the miller’s daughter 
1^)] 


lines 20, 21 


Below the chestnuts, when their huB 
Wen ^listcnin% to th hrecj blue 


First leading 

Beneath those gummy chestnut buds 
lhat glistened in the April blue 


p 149 Veise omitted after line 24 

1 hat slope beneath the chestnut tall 
Is woo’d with choicest breaths of air, 
Methinks that I could tell }ou all 
The cowslips and the kingcups there, 
hach coltsfoot down the giassy bent 
Whose round leaves hold the gather’d 
shower, 

Each quaintly folded cuckoo pint 
And silvei paly cuckoo flower 


[Cuckoo pint, or Lords and Li^dies, Arum 
maculatum Cuckooflower, Cardamm pra 
tensts —Ed ] 



NOIES 


357 


/ 1 5 1 [Sptdding writes in tht Ldmhurgh for April 1 843^ 
“ ‘ 1 he Miller’s Daughter ’ is much cniiched,by 
the introduction of the mother of the lover , 
and the following beautiful stanzas (which 
many people, however, will be ill satisfied to 
miss) are displaced to make room for beauty 
of a much higher ordei 

Pemember joq the clear moonlight 
T hat whiten’d all the eastern ridge, 

When o’er the water dancing white 
I stepp’d upon the old mill bridge ? 

I heard you whisper from above, 

\ lute toned whisjier, ‘ I am here ' ’ 

I murmur’d ‘ Speak again, my love, 

1 he stream is loud I cannot hear ' ’ 

I heard, as I have seem’d to hear, 

When all the under air was still, 

The low voice of the glad New Year 
Call to the freshly flower’d hill 
I heard, as I have often heard. 

The nightingale in leavy woods 
Call to Its mate when nothing stirr’d 
To left or light but falling floods 

“These, we observe, are away, and the 
tollowmg graceful and tender pi( ture, full of 
the spirit of English rural life, appears m their 
place (The late squire^s son, we should 
presume, is bent oh marrying the daughter of 
the wealthy miller) 
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And slowly wis my mother brought 

# i ^ 

Approaching, press’d you heart to heait ” 
Ed] 

P 156 Fatima [Published in 1832, to which this 
quotation from Sappho was prefixed 

(fiUtl/CTat flOl MjVO's UTO<i deOUTLV 
efifiev mi]p 

Ed] 


p 158 (E\one Married to Pans, and afterwards de 
serted by him for Helen The sequel of the 
tale IS poorly given in Quintus Calaber 
[See Tk Death of (Enone, vol ix p 288 
My father visited the Pyrenees with Arthur 
Hallam in 1830 From this time forward 
the lonely Pyrenean peaks, the mountains 
with “their streaks of virgin snow,” like the 
Maladetta, mountain “lawns and meadow 
ledges midway down,” and the “ long brook 
falling thro’ the clov’n ravine,” were a con 
tinual source of inspiration He wrote part 
of (Enone m the valley of Cauteretz His 
sojourn there was also commemorated one 
and thirty years afterward in “All along the 
valley” (Enone was first published in 1832, 
but was republished in 1842 with consider 
able alterations —Ed ] 

I had an idiotic hatred of hyphens in those 
days, but though I printed such words as 
“gl^nriver,” “ tendriltwme” I always gave them 
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in reading their full two accents Coleridge 
thought because of these hyphened words that 
I could not scan He said that I oughf to 
write in a regular metre in order that I might 
learn what metre was— not knowing that in 
earliest youth I had written hundreds of lines 
in the icgular Popian measure I remember 
my fUl^r (who was himself something of a 
poet and wrote very regular metre) saying to 
me when in my early teens, “Don’t write 
always such exact metre— break it now and 
then to avoid monotony ” I now think that we 
want two forms of hyphen, eg “ Piper hanging 
Manufacturer” is a “Manufacturer made of 
paper and hung in efifigy” Paper hangings 
Manufacturer “Invalid Chairmaker” is a 
sick maker of chairs Invalid chairssinaker 

jt> 158 line I Ida On the south of Troas 

p 158 line 10 Gafgam or Gargaron The highest 
part of Mt Ida 

Ipsa suas rairantur Gargara messes 
Georg 1 103 

p 158 line 16 Patis^ once her playmate on the hills 
[See Apollodorus, 111 12, etc — Fd ] 

p 159 lines 4, 5 This sort of refi un 

0 mother Ida^ manyjountaind Ida^ 

Dear mother Ida, harken ere I die 
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IS found in 1 heocntus For “ many fountain’d ” 
cf 11 viii 47 

8’ tKov« roXinribaKa, firjTepa Oi]pw 
and elsewhere m the Iliad 
p 159 line 6 


p.ccrapL^panj S’ "po® 'fj(^v\La 

Callimachus, Lavacrum Pailadis^ 72 

p 159 line 9 and the winds are dead Altered 
from the original reading of 1842, “and 
the cicala sleeps ” In these lints describing 
a perfect stillness, I did not like the jump, 
“ Rests like a shadow— and the cicala sleeps ” 
Moreover, in the heat of noon the cicala is 
generally at its loudest, though I have read 
that, in extreme heat, it is silent Some one 
(I forget who) found them silent at noon on 
the slopes of Etna 

In the Pjrences, where part of this poem 
was written, I saw a very beautiful species of 
cicala, which had scarlet wings spotted with 
black Probably nothing of the kind exists 
in Mount Ida 

p 159 line 10 flower droops “ Idowers droop” in 
the original editio'n of 1842 was a misprint 
for “Hotter droops” 

P 159 line 12 

My eyes are full of tears, my heart of love 
This line, that any child might have written, 
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IS not, as some writers say, tiken from 
Shakespeare 

“Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart of grief” 
2 Henry VI ii 111 17 

p 159 line 22 

Rose slowly to a music slowly breathed 
[Cf Tithonus^ vol 11 p 32, lines 20, 21 
Like that strange song I heard Apollo sing. 
While Ilion like a mist rose into towers , 
and Ovid, XVI 179 

Ilion adspicies, firmataque turribus altis 
Moenia, Phoebeae structa canore lyrae 
Fd] 

p 160 \v(\t 1% foambofw The rainbow in the cataract, 
formed by the sunshine Oin the foam 

p 160 line 22 Hesperian gold^ from the gardens of 
the Hesperides 

p 161 line 7 married hroivs^ meepng eye brows 
(TiVo^pi's Kopo, Theoc viii 72 [Cf Ovid, 
Artis Amatoriae, 111 201, “confinn super 
Clin ’ — Ed ] 

p 162 line 3 

And at their feet the crocus brake like fire 
[Cf xpv(ravyt]s hpoKOs, Old Coloneus, 685 
-Ed] 

It lb the flame like petal of the crocub which 
is alluded to, not only the colour I will 
answer for it that no modern poet can write 
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a single line but 'imon^ the innumerable 
authors of thu world you will somewhere find 
a striking parallelism It is the ummagina 
tive man who thinks everything borrowed 
p 162 line 4 ammus, marpnm 
p 162 line 4 aphodel^ a sort of lily Ihe word 
“ daffodil ” IS said to be derived from “ aspho 
del ” [hleur d'a^phodlk — F d ] 
p 162 linen sacred to Here 

p 163 line 12 

Rt$t tn a happy plate and paJ \mh 
bcilieet IS Superis labor est, ea cura quietos 
Sollicitat 

Aeneid^ iv 379 3S0 
and 

sedesque quietae 
Quas neque concutiimt venti 

Lucretius, De Rerum Nat 111 18 

p 163 line 20 Oerthwarted hounded on the Chau 
cerian word “overthwart,” across Cf Troilui 
and Cnseyde^ Bk m 685 

p 164 line 10 Sequel of guerdon, q[ 

p 164 line 21 [Ihe Goddess pictures the full 
grown, full orbed Will like a young planet 
pursuing Its mighty path in a senes of revolu* 
tions, each revolution more and more sym 
metric tl, and devoid of halting epicycles, until 
its course is frictionless, r-pure unhesitating 
Will,— fulfilling without let or hindrance the 
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law of Its being m absolute frtedoni My 
father often repeated his lines on free Will 
This mam miracle, that thou art thou, 

With power on thine own act and on the 
world , 

and would enlarge upon man’s consequent 
moral obligations, upon the law which claims 
a free obedience, and upon the pursuit of 
moral perfection (m imitation of the Divine) 
to which man is called — Ed ] 

p 165 lined Paphian Idalium and Paphos m Cyprus 
ire sacred to Aphrodite 

p 167 line 5 The AbominabU^ Eris the goddess of 
strife, discord 

p 168 line 20 

A fire dances before her, and a sound 
Cf 

TTaTat, om to tvp tir(p)((Tut poi 
'Vesch A^ 1256 

p 169 IhlSisifks [First published in 1832 —Ed] 
Mrs 1 om 1 aylor has made a fine setting lor 
this 

P 172 Tin P\LALh Oh Aki [first published m edition 
dated 1833 , but really 1832 —Ed ] 1 ranch 
(Itterwards Archbishop ot Dublin) said, when 
we were at Irinity (Cambridge) together, 
“lennyson, we cannot live m Art” This 
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poem IS the embodiment of my own belief 
that the Godlike life is with man and for man 

Beauty, Good and Knowledge are three 
sisters 

That never can be sunder’d without tears 
And he that shuts out Love, in turn shall be 
Shut out from Love, and on her threshold lie, 
Howling in outer darkness 

[Spedding writes that the poem “ represents 
allegorically the condition of a mind which, 
in the love of beauty, and the triumphant 
consciousness of knowledge, and intellectual 
supremacy, in the intense enjoyment of its 
own power and glory, has lost sight of its 
relation to man and God Ed ] 

When i first conceived the plan of The 
Palace of Art, I intended to have introduced 
both sculptures and paintings into it, but I 
only finished two sculptures 

One was the lishbite whom the raven fed, 

As when he stood on Carmel steeps, 

With one arm stretch’d out bare, and mock’d 
and said, 

“ Come, cry aloud — he sleeps ” 

/all, eager, le in and strong, ins do ik wind 
borne 

Behind, his forehead heavenly bright 
hrom the clear marble pouring glorious seorn. 
Lit as with inner light 
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Olympias the mother of Alexander 
the Great, and devoted to the Orphic rites 
She was wont in the dances proper to these 
rcrtnionifs to have "rcat tame serpents alioiit 
her 

One was Olympus the floating snake 
Roll’d round her ankles, round her waist 
Knotted, and folded once about her neck, 

Her perfect bps to taste, 

' Down from the shoulder moved , she seeming 
blithe 

Declined her head on every side 
1 he dragon’s curves melted, and mingled with 
The woman’s youthful pride 
Of rounded limbs 

p 172 line 16 \Skeps The shadow of Saturn thrown 
on the luminous ring, though the planet 
revolves in ten and a half hours, appears to 
be motionless — Kd ] 

/ 173 line 14 T}iatUnthroaiver^ey\\x<^zA\mim 

p 176 line 4 hoary The underside of the olive leaf 
IS white 

p 176 line 19 blanch work of costly saidonyx The 
Parisian jewellers apply graduated degrees of 
heat to the sardonyx, by which the original 
colour is changed to various colours They 
imitate thus, among other things, bunches of 
grapes with green tendrils 
’ MS reading 
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p 176 line 20 

^ai mtltn^y babe tn arm 

[Fdwiid Fit/Genld wrote a note for me on 
thib “ \fler visiting Italy some twenty yeais 
after this poem was written, he told me that 
he had been prepared for Raffaelle, but not for 
Michael Angdo, whose picture at Florence 
of a Madonna dragging a ‘ton of a child’ 
over one shoulder almost revolted him at 
first, but drew him toward itself afterward, 
and ‘would not out of memory ’ I forget if 
he saw the Dresden Raffaelle, but he would 
speak of the Child in it as ‘perhaps finer than 
the whole composition, in so far as one’s eyes 
are more concentrated on the subject The 
child seems to be the furthest reach of fiutnan 
art His attitude is a man’s , his countenance 
a Jupiter’s, perhaps too much so ’ But when 
AT had a babe of liis own, he saw it was 
not ‘too much so’ ‘I am afraid of liim 
babies have a grandeur which childien lose, 
their look of awe and wonder I used to 
think the old painters overdid the expression 
and dignity of their infant Christs, but I see 
they didn’t ’ ” — Ed ] 

/ 177 line p 

Ot mythic Utheds deeply wounded son 
Arthur when he was “smitten thro’ the 
helm ” by Modred 
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Here this verse was omitted 
Or blue eyed kriemhilt from a cnggy hold 
Athft lit the light gieen rows of vine, 

I^our’d bhzing hoards of Nibelungen gold 
Down to the gulfy Rhine 

p 177 line 15 

The wood nymph, sfox'd the Amman (0 
hear 

Fgeri i, who gave the hws to Niima Pom 
pilius 

p 177 line 17 mpaiPd [heraldic term for serrated 
-Ed] 

p 177 line 19 Indian Cama, the Hindu God of 
young love, son of Brahma 

p 178 line I bhn “Blue,” as it appears in some 
editions, was a printer’s error [Cf Moschus, 
Id 11 121 5 — Ed] 

p 178 line 10 ike supreme Caucasian mind [The 
Caucasian range was thought to form the 
border*of Western Asia, from which the races 
who peopled P urope originally came —Ed ] 

p 179 line I Ionian father, Hom&c 

p 180 line 7 laige brow'd Verulam The bust of 
Bacon m Trinity College Library “Livy” 

IS in one of the original verses here, and looks 
queer Our classical tutor at Trinity College 
used to call him such a great poet that I 
suppose he got into my palace thro’ his 
recommendation 
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[Fit7Gerald wrote “In this advancement 
of Livy I recognize the fashion of A T’s 
college dajs, when the German school, with 
Colei idgt, Julius Hart, etc, to expound, came 
to reform all our Notions I remember that 
I ivy and Jeremy Taylor were ‘the greatest 
poets next to Shakespeaie ’ ” 

The “original verses” referred to ran thus 
Cervantes , the bright face of Calderon , 
Robed David, touching holy strings , 

The Halicarnassean , and alone, 

Alfred, the flower of kings 
Isaiah with fierce Ezekiel, 

Swarth Moses by the Coptic sea, 

Plato, Petrarca, Livy, and Raphael, 

And eastern Confutzee 


And many more that m their life time were 
Full welling fountain heads of change, etc 
Ed] 

p i8o line 8 

The fust of those who know 

is Bacon 


“ II maestro di color chi sanno,” 
as Dante says of Aristotle in Inferno^ in 
In the first edition, in the centre of the 
four quadrangles was a huge tower 
Hither, when all the deep unsounded skies 
Shudder’d with silent stars, she clomb. 

And as with optic glasses her keen eyes 
Pierced thro* the mystic dome. 
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Regions of lucid matter taking forms, 

Brushes of fire, hazy gleams, 

Clusters and beds of worlds, and bee hke 
swarms 

Of suns, and starry streams 
She saw the snowy poles and moons of Mars, 
That mystic field of diifted light 
In mid Orion and the married stars ^ 

“Moons of Mais" is the only modem 
reading here All the rest are more than 
half a centur} old 

/ t8o line 15 as morn fom Munnon [Ihe statue 
of Memnon near Ihebes was said to give 
forth music when the rays of the rising sun 
struck it — Fi)J 

/ i8t line 10 anaduns, exomv^ [Cf Shelley’s /fr/izz/rr/j, 
XI 

“ and threw 

1 he wreath upon him, like an anadem. 

Which frozen tears instead of pearls begem ” 
Ed] 

p 1 81 line 12 hollow'd moons of %ms [gems hollowed 
out for lamps — Ed ] 

P 1 81 After line 20 used to come these verses 

From shape to shape at first within the womb 
The brain is moulded,” she began, 

“ And thro’ all phases of all thought I come 
Unto the perfect nnrf 

^ These hst three lines were altered bjf my father from the 1832 

edition, and written down by him for this Note 
vor I 2 B 
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All nature widens upwaid Evermore 
Ihe simpler essence lower lies, 

Moie complex is more perfect, owning moie 
Discourse, more widely wise ” 

p 183 line 7 

The abysmal deeps of Personality 
Arthur Hallam once pointed out to me, 
or I to him, a quotation in some review 
from J P Richter where he talks of an 
“ abysmal Ich ” " I believe that redemption 
IS universal in so far as it left no obstacle 
between man and (rod but man’s own will, 
that indeed is m the power of God’s election, 
with whom alone rest the ab)smal secrets of 
personality " {A IJ Hallam' s Remains, P ^3 2) 
/ 184 line 6 

4 nd, with dim fnUtd foieJuadi all 
Cf “moth fretted garments ” Not w rmkled, 
but worm fretted (Old English fretan, to eat) 
p 184 line 19 

The hollmv orb of nmtne^ Circumstance 
Some old writer calls the Heavens “the 
Circumstance” ^\hen an undergraduate, a 
friend said to me, “How fine the word ‘cir 
cumstance ’ is,, used in that sense ” Here 
It IS more or less a plav on the wbrd The 
Ptolemaic astronomy describes the universe as 
scooped out of chaos 

p \l'] LadvCl4ra Vj'REDfVcre [First published in 
1842, although wntten early — Ed ] A dramatic 
poem drawn fiom no particular character 
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p 189 line II 

Tlie ^ardtna Adam and his wife 
“The gnncl old gardener” in my oiiginal 
MS was altered to “the gardener Adam” 
benyse of the frequent letters from friends 
asking me for explanation 

p 19 1 Tin Ma\ Qun\ [An earl) poem first 
^MitTn in Lincolnshire, and published in the 
etfitiort dated 183.3, except the “Conclusion,” 
added and published in 1842 Fit/Genld 
says “ Ihc May Queen is all 1 mcolnshire in 
land, as Lodsley Hall its sea board Ed ] 
p 193 line 8 mdooflenatn Lady’s smock {Caida 
mint pratensis) [Cf 
“ When daisies pied and violets blue 
And lady smocks all silver white,” etc 
lj)ve\ lahom s losl^ v 11 905 — h d ] 

p 195 Tin Ma\ Qur.h\ Nrn YPiTsTir 
p 195 line 8 The blossom on the Ihukihoi 11 “ I he Ma) 
upon the blackthorn ” — how did this reading 
get into the original text? The Ma) was so 
late that there was onl) blackthorn in May 

/ 196 line 2 Charhds Wain, “ The Great Bear,” or 
“ The Plough,” or, according to the old hgyp 
tians, “The 'Hugh ” 

p 199 Tiff M 4 ] QuFr\ Co\ciusio\ 
p 200 line 9, death watih a beetle {Ainhium fissel 
latum) whose tieking is supposed to forebode 
death 
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p 201 line 13 wtttdmvbais Looks is if brought in for 
the rhyme I was thinking of our old house, 
where all the upper windows had iron bars, 
for there v^ere eleven of us children living 
in the upper story 

p 204 Thf Loto^ Eatfrs [hirst published in the 
edition dated 1833, much altered and pub 
hshed in 1842— Ed] Ibe treatment of 

OEnone and Tin Lotos Eatm is, as far as I 
know, original Of course the subject of 
The Lotos Eahs is taken from the Odyssey, 
IX 82 foil 

p 204 line 3 

In the afternoon they came unto a land 
“ The strand ” was, I think, my first reading, 
but the no rhyme of ‘ land” and “land” 
was lazier 

p 204 line 8 

And likadownvaid smoJe, the slender sU earn 
Taken from the waterfall at Gavarnie, in 
the Pyrenees, when I was 20 or 21 

/ 204 line 1 1 Slenv dropping mis of thinnest lawn 
Lying among these mountains before this, 
waterfall, that comes down one thousand or 
twelve hundred feet, I sketched it (according 
to my custom then) m these words 

p 205 line 7 slender ^ahn^ale I meant the Cypetus 
papyrus of Linmeus 
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p 206 line 2 wandering fields Made by me on 1 
voyage from Bordeaux to Dublin (1830) ^ 
saw a great creamy slope of sea on the horizon, 
rolling toward us 

I often, as I say, chronicle on the spot, 
in four or five words or more, whatever strikes 
me as picturesque m nature 

p 206 Loro^ Eaters Choric Sosg 
p 206 line II Than hdd eyelids upon tir’d eyes 

I printed, contrary to my custom, “ tir'd,” 
not “tired,” for fear that the readers might 
pronounce the word “tired,” whereas J 
wished them to read it “tierd,” prolonging as 
much as might be the diphthongic i ^ 

[When at Somersby (183037) my father 
now and then listened to the singing and 
playing of his sisters He had a love for the 
simple style of Mozart, and for our own 
national airs and ballads, but only cared «for 
complicated music as suggesting echoes of 
winds and waves FitzGerald, in a note 
on The Dream of Fair Women, St xliv, says 
“A T was not thought to have an ear for 
music, and I remember little of his execution 
in that line except humming over ' The weary 
pund 0’ tow,’ which was more because of the 
weary moral, I think, than for any music’s sake 
Carlyle, however, once said, ‘ The man must 
have music dormant in him, revealing itself 
^ Making the word neither monosyllabic nor dissyllabic, but a 
dreamy child of the two 
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in itnt ’ I remember A T speaking of 
Haydn’s ‘Chaos/ which he had heard at 
some Oratorio lie said, ‘ T he violins spoJe 
of Venables wrote in 1835 

almost wonder that you with your lovt of 
mus c and tobacco do not go ind live in some 
such place ” (as Prague) —Ed ] 

p 209 line 4 

To tk influence of mild minded mdancholy 
\n early sonnet {Enfltshman's Magazine^ 
1831) ran thus 

Check every outflash, every ruder sally 
Of thought and speech, speak low, and 
give up wholly 

1 hy spirit to mild minded Melancholy 
p 210 line 4 amaranth, the immortal flower of legend 

p 210 line 4 moly, the sacred herb of mystical power, 
used as a charm by Odysseus against Ciicc 

p 210 line 13 acanthus, the plant seen in the capitals 
of Corinthian pillars 

/ 211 line 6 On the hills hie Gods together [Cf 
note above on p 362 {(Enone, p 163, line 12), 
and Lucretius, v 83, vi 58 
Nam bene qui didicere deos securum agere 
aevum 

Hor Sat i 5 101 

Namque deos didici securum agere aevum 
Ed] 
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p 211 ^ Dream oi pAfR Women Published in 
1832 [m the edition dated 1833, and much 
altered in 1842— Ed] 

[FitzGerald notes “ Tk Dream of Fair 
Women in the 1st Ed of (dated) 1833 begins 
with the following stanzas, of which the three 
first may stand as a separate Poem — 

^s when a man that sails in a balloon, 

Down looking, sees the solid shining ground 
Stream from beneath him in the broad blue 
noon, 

lilth, hamlet, mead and mound 

And takes his flags and waves them to the 
mob, 

1 hat shout below, all faces turn’d to where 
(ilovs ruby like the fat up crimson globe, 
bill’d with a finer air, 

bo, lifted high, thv poet at his will 
Lets the great world flit from him, seeing all, 
fligher thro’ secret splendours mounting still, 
Self poised, nor fears to fall, 

Hearing apart the echoes of his fame 
While I spoke thus, the seedsman, memory, 
bow’d my deep furrow’d thought with many a 
name. 

Whose glory will not die ” 

EdJ 

p 213 line 3 the morning star of song Chaucer, the 
first great English poet, wrote the Legend of 
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Good Women Prom among these Cleopatra 
alone appears in my poem 

p 213 line 5 Dan^ from dominus [Cf Spenser’s 
“ Dan Chauar, well of English imdefiled ” 
Faerte Queene, iv n xxxii— F d] 

p 214 line II toiioise, the “testudo” of ancient i\ar 
Warriors with shields upheld on their heads 
advanced, as under a strong shed, against the 
^vall of a beleaguered city 

p 215 line 18 In an old wood The wood is the Past 
Cf p 217, lines 7, 8 

the wood IS all thine own 
Until the end of time, 
i e time backward 

p 216 lines 5 8 

The dim red morn had dud, her journey done, 
And withdiad hps smiled at tht twilight plain, 
Hal] jalfn aaoss the ihteshold of the sim, 

Never to rise again 

This stanza refers to the early past How 
magnificently old 1 urner would have painted it 

/ 2 1 7 line 9 

At length I saw a lady within call 
Helen of Troy 

p 217 line 1 1 A daughter of the gods, daughter of 
Zeus and Leda Some call her daughter of 
Zeus and Nemesis. 
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p 218 line 4 

To one that stood ksidt 
Iphigenn, who vvis s'lcrificed b) Agimcn 
to Artemis 
p 218 line 10 

Which men call'd Aulis tn those iron years 
This line (is fir as I recollect) is almost 
synchronous with the old rciding, but the 
inversion there, “ Which yet to name my spirit 
loathes and fears,” displeased me 
/21b line II 

My father held his hand upon his fact 
[No doubt my father had in his mind the 
famous picture by Imunthes, Tk Sacrifice 
of Iphi^neia (described by Valerius Maximus, 
viii II 6), of which there is a Pompeiiin 
wall painting Also the passage in Lucietius, 

1 84 foil —Ed ] 
p 218 lines 17 20 

The hi^h masts fliclcf^d as they lay afloat , 

The croivds, the temples, water'd, and the 
shou 

The bright death qmveH at the victim's throat, 
Touch'd, and I knew no more 
Originally the verse, which I thought too 
ghastly realistic, ran thus 
7 he tall masts quiver’d as they lay afloat , 

1 he temples and the people and the shore , 

One drew a sharp knife thro’ my tender throat 
Slowly,— and nothing more 
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p 219 line 1 1 

A queen^ with swarthy cheeks and bold black eyes 
I W1S thinking of Shakespeare’s Cleopatra 
“Think of me 

1 hat am with Phoebus’ amorous pinches black ’ 
Antony and Cleopatia^ i v 28 
Milhis his made a mulatto of her in his 
illustration I know perfectly well that she was 
a Greek “ Swarthy ” merely means sunburnt 
I should not have spoken of her breast as 
“ polished silver ” if I had not known her as 
a white woman Read “ sunburnt ” if you 
like it better 

p 220 line 3 That dull cold blooded Ciesar Mark 
Antony deserted Oct iv 1 1 for C leopatra Then 
followed the battle of Actium, where Antony 
was defeated She strove to fascinate him, as 
she had fascinated Julius Caesar, but, not 
succeeding, “ with a worm ” she “ balk'd his 
fame ” 

p 220 line 10 Canopus^ in the constellation of Argo 

p 22\ line 5 / died a Queen Cf “Non huraihs 
mulier”(Hor Od \ 37 32) 

p 222 line 2 

A noise of some one coming thrd the lawn 
Jephthah’s daughter Cf Judges, chap xi 


p 224 line 4 battled, embattled, battlemented 
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p 224 line 9 

Saw God divide the mjit with flying flame 

[Cf 

Dicspiter 

Igni coriisco nubih dividens 

Horace, 1 34 5 —Ed ] 

p 225 lines 1 3 

my rau 

lim'd Ammon, tup and thifli,f}om Amn 
On Arnon unto Minneth 
See Judges xi 

/ 225 line 7 

Thriddin^ the mibn bo$h\L of the wood 
Threading the dirk thickets Cf “every 
bosky bourn” {Coniu$, 313) 

p 226 line 3 Fu/m, wife ol Antony, named by 
Cleopatra as a parallel to Eleanor 

p 226 lines 7, 8 

The captain oj my dreams 

Ruled in the eastern sky 
Venus, the star of morning 

/ 226 lines 10, II 

Jur, who clasp'd in her last irame 
Her murder'd father^ s head 
Margaret Roper, daughter of Sir Thomas 
More, who is said to have transferred his head 
less corpse from the Towef to Chelsea Church 
Sir Thomas More’s head had remained for 
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fourteen diys on London Bridge -ifttr his 
execution, ind ^as about to be thrown into 
the 'lharaes to make room for others, when 
she chimed and Ixiught it for this she 
was cast into prison She died nine years 
after her father, and was buried at St Dun 
Stan’s, Canterbury, but in the year 1715 the 
vault was opened, and it is stated that she 
was found in her coffin, clasping the small 
leaden box which inclosed her father’s head 

p 226 lines 13 16 

Or her who knew tJuit Love can vanquish Deaths 
Who Ineehng^ with one arm about her ling, 
Drew forth the poison with her balmy heath, 
Sweet as new buds in Spring 
Eleanor, wife of Edward I , went with mm 
to the Holy I^nd (1269), where he was 
stabbed at Acre with a poisoned dagger She 
sucked the poison from the wound 

p 228 The Blackbird [Written about 1833 and 
published in 1842 —Ed] 

p 22% line 12 jenneting, an early apple, ripe in June 
Juneting, le June eating 

p 229 line I 

And in the sultry garden squares 
was m the original MS 

I better brook the drawling stares, 
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/ 229 lines 3, 4 

/ hear thee not at all^ or hoarse 
A'i when a hawler /uwhs hi\ iva7n 
Charles Kingsley confirmed this 

p 230 Till Death of thf Old Yur [First 
published in 1832 — Ed] 

p 232 line 2 rue for )ou, mourn for you Cf m 
transitive use of “ rue ” 

“ Nought shall make us rue ” 

Kme^John, v vii 117 

p 233 2 o J 9 [first published in 1832— Ed] 
Addressed to James Speddmg, the bio 
grapher of Bacon His brother was Edward 
Speddmg, a friend of mine, who died in his 
youth 

/ 23^ line 3 Once thro' mine own doon> The death 
of ray father [On a day in March 1831 he 
was found leaning back in his study chair, 
having passed away peacefully Chailes 
Tennyson Turner writes “ He suffered little, 
and after death his countenance, which was 
strikingly lofty and peaceful, was, I trust, an 
image of the condition of his soul, which on 
earth was daily racked by bitter fancies, and 
tossed about by stormy troubles Fd ] 
p 237 On A Mourner [Written early, but first pub 
hshed in Selections, 1865 See Memoii, vol 
11 p 19 — Fd] 

P 237 line 9 himm'd tk dropping snipe The snipe 
makes a humming noise as it drops to earth 
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/ 237 line 10 mafishptpe, mxQii2i\\ COriginally the 
paddock pipe ) 

P 238 lines 19, 20 

wink all t/u fled 
Had rest by stony hilh of Crete 
[Cf Aeteid^ 111 135, 147 177— Ed] 

/ 239 You ASK MF^nm.Tud ILL AT I Asr [Written 
about 1833, and first published in 1842 — 
Fd] 

Ihis and the two following poems, Of old 
sat Freedom and ioie thou thy land, aie 
said to have been versified from a speech by 
mj friend Spedding at the Cambridge Union 
I im reported as having gone home and 
written these three poems during the night 
and shown them to him in the morning The 
speech is purely mythical; at least I never 
heard it, and no poem of mine was ever 
founded upon it 

In the first, You ask me why, etc, there is 
a similarity to a note by Spedding [which Sir 
Henr) Taylor has intioduced at the close ot 
one of his plays], and why not, for I thorougiily 
agreed with him about politics Aubrey de 
Vere showed these poems to Wordsworth, 
they were the first poems of mine which he 
read [Cf Memoti,\Q\ 1 p 126 ~Fd] 
p 239 line II 

[ Where Freedom slowfy broadens down 
has been repeatedly misprinted “broadens 
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slowly ” My father never, if he could help 
It, put two j’a together, and the original MS, 
stood as It stands now —Ed ] 

p 241 Ol OLD SAT IhUnOM ON HIE 

[First published in 18^2, written about 1833 
—Ed] 

p 241 line 15 

Who^ God It} e, ^asps the triple foils 
Like Zeus with his “trisulca fiilmina,’ the 
thunderbolts [Ovid, Mtt 11 848, “ trisulcis 
ignibus”, Ovid, Il> 471, “telo trisulro”— 
Ed] 

243 Love thou thy land, uith loir iak 
BROucHT [First published in 1842, written 
about 1833 — Ed] 

/ 246 line 12 [///rnwwj, rw/r/ of revolutionary change 
-Ed] 

P 248 England A \D America i\ tjSr Iirst pub 
lished in a New York paper in 1874 

P 248 line 8 

Retaught the hshon thou hadsf taufit 
Copy of part of a letter of mine to YMt 
Whitman 

Nm 15 ’87 

“ The coming year should give new life to 
every American, who has breathed the breath 
of that soil which inspired the great founders 
of the American constitution,, whose work }0U 
are to celebrate Iruly the mother countiy. 
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pondering on this, may feel tint howmuchso 
ever the daughter owes to her, she the mother 
has something to learn from the daugljter 
Especially I would note the care taken to 
guard a noble constitution from rash and un 
wise innovators ” 

/ 250 Tiir Gooi>i [first published in 1842 —Fd] 

/ 253 Tiir Epic Mrs Browning wanted me to con 
tinue this she has put m} answer in Auma 
Leis;h 

p 255 line 8 viouihtng out hts hollow ocs and aes 

[Edward f itzGerald writes '^Morfe i Arthur 
when read to us from manuscript in 1835 
had no introduction or epilogue, which weic 
added to anticipate or excuse the ‘faint 
Homeric echoes,’ etc* Mouthing out Im 
hollow oes and aes, deep chested music, this 
is something as A T read, with a broad 
north country vowel His voice, ver} 
deep and deep chested, but rather murmuring 
than mouthing, like the sound of a far sea 
or of a pine wood This voice, I remember, 
greatly struck Carlyle when he first came to 
know him Ed ] 

/ 256 Morte d' Arthur [First written in 1835, and 
published in 1842 My father was fond of 

’ As in The Day Dieam, tp give a reason for telling an old 
world tale 
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reading this poem aloud At the end of May 
1835 he repeated some of it to FitzGera^^ 
while* in a boat on Windermere FitzGerald 
notes the two lines 

Nine years she wiought it, sitting in the deeps 
Upon the hidden bases of the hills 
“ ‘ lhat is not bad, I think,’ (A f ) said to 
me while rowing on Windermere with him, in 
May 1835, when this Poem was in MS Ed ] 

1 he whole of my Idylls is the dream of 
man coming into practical life and ruined by 
one sin Birth is a mystery and death is a 
mystery, and m the midst lies the table land 
of life, and its struggles and performances 
It is not the history of one man or of one 
genet ation^ but of a whole cycle of generations 
Arthur lived about 500 a d , and defeated 
his enemies in a pitched battle in the \/elsh 
kingdom of Strathclyde, and the earliest 
allusions to him are to be found in the Welsh 
bards of the seventh century,^ 

In the twelfth century Gebffrey of Mon 
mouth cbllected the legends about Arthur as 
a great conqueror in his History of tk 
Britons^ and translated them from Celtic into 
Latin Walter Map, born 1143, made Arch 
deacon of Oxford 1196, added the Quest of 

* Throughout his life my father carefully studied 
“ what resounds 

In fable or romance^ of Uther’s son, 

Begirt by British and Armoric knights ” 
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the San Graal The Mark D Arthur by Sir 
Thomas Malory was printed by Caxton m 
i4«5 

[In Skene’s Four Ancient Books of Wales 
there are four primitive poems naming Arthur 
ivhich my father often quoted 

1 Vol 1 p 259 Welsh in vol 11 p 155 

2 „ 261 „ „ 50 

3 » 264 „ „ 181 

4 » 266 „ ,,274 and 37 

(1) IS by Tahessin, named Kadeir Teyrnon 
(Sovereign’s Chair), where Arthur is called 
“ the blessed Arthur ” 

(2) only names Arthur 

(3) IS also by Tahessin, named Preidden 
Annwfn (the Spoils of Hades), and appears 
to relate to one of Arthur’s expeditions 

(4) on Geraint and Llongborth, where 
Arthur is called “Amheraudyr llauur”— 

“ Imperator laboris ” 

Arthui’s unknown grave is mentioned in 
No XI IV of the Verses on the Gjaves of 
Warriors (Englynnionn y Bedef) (Skene, vol 
1 315 and 11 28) 

“ A mystery to the world, the grave of Arthur ” 
In the Triads of Arthur and his Warriors 
(Skene, vol 11 pp 456 7), Arthur’s name 
IS mentioned m No i as chief lord of three 
tribe thrones, and occurs again in Nos xviii , 
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The seventh stanza of the Apple song about 
Arthur, as printed in btephens’ Ltkmturt oj 
the K)m)y, 1876 (which my father considered 
m excellent book), prophesies the return of 
Arthur and Medrawd, and renewal of the 
battle of Camlan —Ed ] 

p 256 line 4 Lyonnesse The countiy of legend that 
lay between Cornwall and the Scilly Islands 
and included part of Cornwall 

p 257 line 13 samite, a rich silk stuff inwrought with 
gold and silver threads (e^d/^irov, woven 
with SIX kinds of thread ) 

/ 258 line 13 toparh^hh The topaz is a precious 
stone of varying colours (perhaps from root 
“ tap,” to shine — Skeat) 

p 258 line 13 jaanth is the hyacinth stone, blue and 
purple Cf Rev xxi 20 

p 258 line 16 

This way and that dividing the swift mind 
A translation of Virgil, Aeneid, iv 285 
Atque animum nunc hue celerem, nunc 
(Hvidit illuc 

€v Se ot ‘^Top oidvSi)(a pepprjpi^fv 
II 1 188 

p 259 line 12 beloved Alder liefest (2 VI 
1 1 28), most beloved of all 

p 261 line 22 a streamer of the northern morn, 
Aurora Borealis 
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p 261 linear the mmn^ isks of wwtn ^ 

p 262 line 12 three lives of nortal men Nestoi 

W1S called rpiyipioi Anthol P vii 144 
{.{ Od 111 245 

TpU yap otj filv <f)a<TU ai d^aaSai yei/e avdpm 

p 264 line 6 Thee Queens In the original Morte 
D' Arthur King Vrthur’s sister, Queen 

Morgan le Fay, the other was the Queen 
of Northgalis, the third was the Queen of 
the Waste Lands Some say that the three 
Queens are Faith, Hope, and Charity 
[1 he Bishop of Ripon once asked my father 
whether they were right who interpreted the 
three Queens as Faith, Hope, and Charity 
He answered “ They are right, and they are 
not right They mean that, and they do not 
They are three of the noblest of women They 
are also those three Graces, but they are much 
more I hate to be tied down to say, ‘ This 
means that,' because the thought within the 
image is much more than any one interprets 
tion ’ — Ed ] 

p 264 line 23 ^leaves and misses, leg and thigh armour 
{coxa, thigh) 

p 265 line 24 

Lest one good custom should mnipt the world 
Eg chivalry, by formalism of habit or by any 
other means 
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/ 266 line 12 Bound hy gold chains [My father said 
that this passage was not, as has been said 
suggested by II vm 19 
(ret/sr/v )(pwur)v ovpavodtv hjoe/iacrai^Tei, 
rams S (^liirTCffde deal iraffai re 6(aivai 
a\k ovK av €pt<raiT ovpai/odei ireSiovSt 
Irjv vrarov jn^orto/) , ovd ei pdXa ttoAAu Kapom 
or by Plato, Theaeletus^ 153 — Ld j 
I 266 line i6 

To th island valley of Avilton^ 
or Avalon There is an island of this name 
off Brittany, and Avilion also stands for the 
ancient “isle of Glastonbury” The ^V^elsh 
Afallon literally means the “Apple trees ” It 
is here the island to which Arthur is borne in 
the barge, and from which he will some day 
return— the Isle of the Blest 
p 266 line 17 

Where falls not hail, oi ram, oi any snotv 
U Od iv 566 

ov mfxTO^, ovT up ^eipw toAis oJte ttot 
opl^po<i 

and Lucretius, De Rerum Natura, 111 18 foil 
sedesque quietae 

Quas neque concutiunt vcnti, nec nubila 
nimbis 

Aspergunt neque nix acri concreta pruim 
Coni cadens violat semperque innubilus 
aether 

liitegit, et large diffuse lumine rident ' 
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NOTES 


/ 266 line 19 Deepmad<mid 

dyjKev Se ml fiaOvXiifuav Klppa<; dywi/ 

TtTpav Kpanp’lvoSa ^pmai 

Find jPyfk x 23 
Also 'Ai'^ftai' ^aSvkfipiov, Horn // IX 151 
/ 266 line 20 nmifd with summer m Cf 

vyj<Tov, Ti]v Tipi TOVTos drupiToi fcTTff/^at'jJTai 

Od \ 195 

J) 269 The GardeM’R\ Dauchter, or, the Pic 
TURE s Written at Cambridge [and corrected 
in Spedding’s cbambeis at 60 Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, and published in 1842 —Ed ] 

1 he centre of the poem, that passage de 
scribing the girl, must be full and rich The 
poem IS so, to a fault, especially the descnp 
tions of nature, for the lover is an artist, but, 
this being so, the central picture must hold 
its place 
p 271 lines 1, 2 

Barge laden, to three arches of a bridge 
Crown'd with the minster towers 
Sir Henry I ayloi used to quote this as a 
picture for 1 painter 
/ 273 line I 


the elm 

“ T he wooselcock so bhgk of hut. 

With orange tawny bill ” 

Mid Night's Dream, iii 1 128 
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The merry blackbird sang among the trees 
would seem quite as good a line to nine tenths 
of all English men and women Who knows 
but that the Cockney may come to read it 
1 he mellcr housel fluted 1’ the helm 
IV ho knows what hnglish may (ome to^ 

/ 273 line 2 rtdiap Provincial tor goldhncli 

[I remember my father’s telling me that 
hlt^Gerald had guessed rightly that the autumn 
landscape, which m the first edition was de 
scribed in the lints beginning “ Her beauty 
grew,” was taken from the background of a 
I itian (Lo”d Ellesmere’s Apts of Man) My 
father said that perhaps in consequence they 
had been omitted Ihey ran thus 

Her beauty grew till drawn in narrmmg 
arcs 

The southing' Autumn touch’d with sallower 
C'kams 

2 he granges on the fallows At that time 
1 ired of the noisy town I wander’d there , 

The bell toll’d four , and by the time I reach’d 
The Wicket gate I found her by herself 

Ed] 

281 Dora [Written about 1835, and first published 
in 1842— Ed] Partly suggested b) Miss 

Mitford’s story, Dora Creswell^ which is 
cheerful in tone, whereas this is sad, it is 
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NOIES 


the same landscape — one in sunshine, the 
other m shadow 

Spedding used humorously to say that this 
was the poem which Wordsworth ahrays in 
tended to have written 

p 281 lines 15, 16 

he and 1 

Plad once hard words 
Ihis quarrel is not in Miss Mitford 

p 284 line 2 

Far off the farmer came into the peld 
From this line to the end of the pOem I have 
not followed Miss Mitford 


p 284 line 7 

And the sun fell, and all the land was datk 
hvaero r ijeXw,, o-Kioiono n mirai ayviai 
Homer, Od passim 


p 288 Audley Court [First published in 1842 ~ 
Ed ] Partially suggested by Abbey Park at 
1 orquay m the old time 

/ 289 line 15 four field system \fcit planting in rota 
tion of turnips, barley, clover, and wheat — 
Ed] 

p 291 line 17 

Solt star of phosplmesccnce in the calm 
Phis line was added afterwards No reader 
seemed to have understood this allusion A 
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French translator has translated it me verie 
HtncelU Torquay was in the old dajs tj^e 
loveliest sea village in England, and is rlow 
1 town In those old days I, coming down 
from the hill over lorquay, sav a “star of 
phosphorescence” made by the little buoy 
appearing and disappearmg in the dark sea, 
and was at first puzzled by it 

p 292 IVALkm ro THE Mail [First published in 
1842 -—Ed] 

/ 295 line 13 flay flinty askinflmt 

p 295 hne 15 [I'Ve paid in person He had as(m\ 
sir This IS an Eton story The “ leads ” were 
above Long Chamber —Ed ] 

/ 296 line II best foot “Best boot” was a misprint 
m several editions 

p 297 Edwin MoRRn , or, pne Lake [first pub 
lished in 1851 —Ed] 

p 300 line 15 [The Latin song I learnt at school 
refers to Catullus, Acme and Septmius, xlv 
lines 8, 9 

Hoc ut dixit. Amor, sinistra ut ante, 
Dextrara sternuit approbationem 

Fd] 

/ 301 line 22 Sweet Gale, 

/ 302 line 19 a mystic token fioni the kine; Writ from 
the old Court of Common Pleas. 
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p 304 St SiMEOsr Stvl/tls [First published in 
1842 To be read of in fjibbon’s Dedtnt 
and Fall, u 320 (Milman Smith’s), and 
Hone’s Every Day Bool, vol i pp 35 36 
hitzGerald notes “ Ihis is one of the l^oems 
A T would read with grotesque Grimnesb, 
especially at such passages as ‘ Coughs, Aches, 
Stitches, etc laughing aloud at times ” Sec 
the pendant to this poem, St Ttlemachm, vol 
IX p 293 —Ed] 
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